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Summary


"After the Battle of the Labrinth, Percy tries to get back to some sort of normalcy in his life but as if Fate was playing with him when he is greeted with a surprise, right at his doorstep. It's one thing being a demigod and another when it comes to the best friend he's crushing on since he met her for the first time."


This is my completed prompt for the Secret Santa event that I took part in. This is for the Discord user Geek and I hope he enjoys this, as well as other readers.


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
An Owl Pendant makes a Wise Girl Very Happy


 


I was sitting in the middle of the living room, trying to understand the math homework I had been assigned to do over the summer break. I didn’t understand math and it didn’t help that the words and letters seemed to jump all over the page as I stared at it. 


I let out a defeated sigh and stared ahead, slumping forward on the table in front of me. As I did,  couldn’t help but drift into my thoughts 


It was a few weeks since Luke and his army tried to attack Camp Half-Blood. We managed to defend our home with the help of my friends and Daedalus but we did lose a lot of people and for some reason, I couldn’t stop thinking about Annabeth. 


How was she doing? Was she okay? Before we left, I was going to tell how I felt about her because I think I was starting to like her, like her more than a friend and I really really wanted her to feel the same way about me 


Unfortunately, before I could say it, she left me standing there on my own like an idiot. 


I slammed my forehead against the table. I just couldn’t catch a break!


“Percy?” 


I looked up to see my Mom wondering why I was slamming my head against the table. “What’s wrong darling?” she asked me from over the counter. “Is anything bothering you?” 


“Oh it’s nothing,” I told her sitting up on my chair and wiping my sore forehead. 


Mom didn’t seem to buy it. “Hmm. Are you sure?”


“Yeah,” I said.


“Are you thinking about Annabeth?”


“What?! N-no!” I said adamantly. “I’m not thinking about Annabeth!!” I tried to not give away that my cheeks were feeling really warm. 


“Then what is it Percy?” she came over and put a hand on my arm. “You can tell me what’s happening.”


“It’s about what happened.” I started. “I told Annabeth how Luke didn’t deserve her attention-”


A small smile formed on the corners of her mouth. “So this is about Annabeth!”


“Mom!” I complained. “I-it’s not and can you let me finish what I was saying? Please?” 


“Sorry, sorry,” she chuckled and waved her hand. “Go on?”


I shuffled in my seat and started to speak. “Luke h-he betrayed us so many times and he gave his body for Kronos to use. I keep telling Annabeth that this Luke is not the same Luke she knew when she was 7 but she doesn’t listen!” I finished. “I j-just want her to be safe. I want her to be okay, that’s all.”


“Percy darling, I think as long as you and Annabeth are together, Annabeth will be fine.” Mom said with a smile.


“Really?”  I asked


“You’re a good boy Percy,” Mum stroked my hair. “Annabeth is a very lucky girl to have you.” 


“Uh-thanks Mom.” I blushed.


“You shouldn’t daydream so much. You have a lot of school work to do, right?”


“Oh shoot!” my eyes widened.  “I’m in enough trouble as it is with school! Thanks for reminding me, Mom!”


Mum smiled and patted my head and left me to finish the mountain of homework I had started. 


What I didn’t expect next was that there was a knock on the door. 3 knocks rang on the wooden door. 


“Mom?” I asked her. “Are we expecting anyone?” 


“It’s probably just a door to door salesman,” Mom said from the kitchen. “You know the drill. Smile and say no thanks.”


I got off my chair and made my way to the door. I wondered if this door to door salesman was selling gifts. Maybe I should get Annabeth one the next time we meet. Maybe something that made her happy but I had no idea what would? Maybe a dictionary? A book about Architecture? Would she like an owl?


I opened the door and instead of seeing a man in his mid 30’s with a fake smile and a suitcase with him. It was...someone else. 


“Hey Seaweed Brain. Whatcha doing?” 


“A-Annabeth?!” I stepped back because I was expecting her to come right to my doorstep! My heartbeat increased dramatically. “W-What are you doing here?!” 


“Annabeth?!” Mom came running in and moved me aside to hug Annabeth tightly. “It’s so nice to see you!”


Annabeth smiled into the hug. “Hey, Ms Jackson.” 


Mom let go of the hug and then looked at her, holding her by the shoulder. “How many times have I told you? Call me Sally, Annabeth. What’s the matter, is there a problem at Camp?” 


“No, nothing like that. Camp is fine.” Annabeth then turned to me. “I have some time left before I leave New York. So…” she changed her glance between the floor and me. “Percy, would you like to go to the mall with me?”


“ Huh?! ” My throat closed up as she finished. It was one thing to show up at my doorstep and another to ask me to hangout. Why would Annabeth want to hang out with me?! 


“Percy would love to!” Mum said before I could get the chance to reply. “When do you leave Annabeth?” 


“Two days from now.”


“Percy will be ready for tomorrow then,” Mum turned to me with a little smile. “I’ll leave you two alone so you can discuss what happens on your little date.”


“It’s not a date!” Annabeth and I said at the same time. 


Mum chuckled and left the two of us. I turned to face Annabeth and my eyes were drawn to the little golden curls across the back of her ears. She was dressed in a sparkling blue top and wore black jeans with earrings that altogether complemented her pretty grey eyes. 


“Percy!” Annabeth punched my shoulder lightly to get me out of my daydreams. “Stop staring!”


“I-I wasn’t staring!” I said trying to lie as best as I could. “I was uh….lost in my thoughts.”


“Really?” she raised an eyebrow before chuckling. “At least try to be subtle about it.”


“So...uh..” I tried to think up something on the spot. “What do you want to do?” 


“Well,” she started. “I researched what you could do in New York and I put it in a timetable.” Annabeth pulled out her laptop, the one Daedelus had given her from her bag and flipped it open, showing me the timetable she had worked on. “See?”


“You know,” I said. “What if we just go to the mall and you know, check out what we find interesting?”


Annabeth shook her head. “We’re doing it my way. Please, Percy? It’s the only day I have left here.” 


She pouted, putting all her effort into her top lip and I couldn’t say no when she did. As sappy as it sounded, I found it adorable. “Fine.” I conceded. “ We’ll do it your way.”


She grinned and put her laptop into the bag. As she finished, her gaze turned to the big group of textbooks. “Oh, I’m sorry I didn’t realise you were studying. Were you busy?”


“N-not really.” 


“Aren’t you going to invite me to the table?” Annabeth smirked. “You can’t expect me to just stand here.” 


“You know what, on second thoughts, you can stand here on your own,” I said giggling to myself. 


Annabeth crossed her arms and pouted like a toddler which made her a lot cuter. 


“I’m kidding,” I said giggling at her. “Come on, you can sit next to me.” 


I gestured for her to come to the table I had all my work on. She pulled up a chair and sat right next to me. She grabbed a book and started reading through it. “You’re doing Algebraic equations?” she asked without looking up. 


“Uh-y-yeah,” I said nervously. “I’m struggling with it.” 


Annabeth looked at me. “I can help you.” she smiled at me. “Come on, tell me what you don’t understand?” 


“Really? You’ll help” 


“Yeah, why wouldn’t I?” she replied. “Now come on, tell me what’s wrong.” 


I told her what I had trouble with and she did her best to explain it. I tried hard to pay attention but I couldn’t take my eyes off her. I noticed how her lips moved, how her golden blonde curls fell so gently across the back of her ears. I wanted to reach out and tuck it behind her ears but I was nervous, would she appreciate it?


“Seaweed Brain, are you even paying attention?!” Annabeth said suddenly. 


“Erm yeah, I am!” I replied trying to remember what she did say. 


She narrowed her eyes at me. “Okay, how would you break down a quadratic function?” 


“Errr…” 


Annabeth grabbed my ear and gently pulled it enough that she dragged me out of my seat a little. “Ow!” I said. “Annabeth, I’m sorry.” 


“You're going to pay attention when I explain this to you okay?” Annabeth clarified. “You aren’t stupid Percy.” 


“Thanks. But can you let go of my ear, it’s starting to hurt.” I replied


“Oh sorry,” she stopped pulling it and started gently passing her thumb over my earlobe, trying to soothe the pain. “I just want you to understand this, okay? I want you to do well in school.” 


“Yeah, I know Annabeth. Thanks.” 


“Now, let’s get this out of the way before we get started on the timetable. I’ll twist your ear harder if you don’t listen.” Annabeth smirked as she let go of my earlobe. 


After that was done, she then brought her laptop out to start planning the day tomorrow. 


“So, there’s this bookstore that I’m going to visit and then this music store after that, then a library.” Annabeth went on. 


“Come on Wise Girl!” I complained. “You're going to have to carry me after I fall asleep of boredom!”


“Hey!” Annabeth protested. “Libraries and bookstores are interesting!”


“Yeah, if you're an old person.” I quipped. 


“Oh?” Annabeth leaned back. “What do you think we should do then?”


“Well, for starters take away the library and the bookstore. It has to be one or the other, not both. Both of them have books in it.” I explained


“Hmm, that’s a good point.” Annabeth agreed. “What next?”


“And I wanna go to that trampoline place,” I replied. “It’s going to be fun!” 


Annabeth crossed her arms and then stared at me before she started typing on the laptop. “Fine. I’ll put that on the timetable.” 


“Do you want anything?” I asked Annabeth. “You came just in time, Mom was about to cook lunch.” 


“Well, I am starting to get hungry.” Annabeth rubbed her stomach. “Is it okay if I stayed for lunch? I did just come here without letting her know first.”


“Mom!” I shouted. “Annabeth is staying over for lunch. Is that okay?” 


“It’s fine!” Mom replied. “Set the table please!” 


“See?” I grinned at her. I moved off my seat and started to clean the table of my books and turned to Annabeth who was still on her laptop. “Annabeth, can you put your laptop away?” 


“Oh yeah, sure.” she flipped it shut and then put it in her bag.


“Lunch is ready!” Mom shouted from the kitchen. 


“You're in luck!” I said. “She made her special dish today!” 


“Then I’m looking forward to eating it.” Annabeth laughed. “Your Mom’s cooking is amazing!” 


The 3 of us were sitting at the dinner table, Mom was sitting in front of us as all three of us dug into the pizza she had made for us.  She had put all sorts of toppings on it and just to annoy Annabeth, I kept stretching the cheese into thin strings.


“Percy!” Annabeth said sternly. “Just eat it!”


“Come on Annabeth!” I giggled. “It’s fun!”


“Percy,” Mum chuckled. “Eat your food, please. Don’t play with it.” 


“Okay,” I sighed. “Fine.” 


Annabeth stuck her tongue out at me and I stuck it back before eating the pizza slice. Annabeth still wore that same proud smirk on her face as she looked at me. 


“Annabeth, tell me, what’s going on?” Mom turned to her. 


“Well Mrs J-Sally I mean,” Annabeth began. “After what happened, I’m going to go back to my Dad’s place. My stepmother is acting nicer to me now.” 


“Are you okay?” I asked Annabeth. “You are, right?”


She nodded. “I am Percy. It’s not like what had happened.”


“I’m glad that you're doing okay now.” Mom smiled. 


“Hey, Mom?” I asked her. “Do you think we have any of those cupcakes?”


“Cupcakes?” Annabeth raised an eyebrow. “Did you bake those yourself, Sally?” 


“No, R-”


“Actually,” Mum interrupted me. “A friend gave it to us.”


“But Mom-” I tried to say it was Rachel who got the cupcakes but Mom gave me the subtle look to not say anything. 


I couldn't remember what happened next after but it felt comfortable with Annabeth there. Eventually, it was evening and Annabeth had to go back to camp. 


“It’s been nice talking to you Sally but I think I should get back now,” Annabeth put on her bag. “And Percy, can I talk to you before I go?” 


“Uh yeah, sure,” I replied trying to not blush


“Take care Annabeth,” Mom squeezed her into a hug. “You are more than welcome to come here anytime you want to, okay?” 


Annabeth smiled into the hug and put her bag back on her shoulders and left the house, me following her soon after. 


“Hey,” I asked her. “What’s up, what did you want to talk to me about?” 


“I’m sorry if I surprised you. It was getting lonely being in the Cabin myself.” Annabeth played with her hands. “The rest of my Cabin was too busy so I couldn’t do that much.” 


“It’s fine,” I said. “You distracted me from the homework.” 


Annabeth giggled a little and with the light of the sunset shining on her, she looked beautiful. “Percy, just before I left, was there something you were going to tell me? 


“W-what?!”


“You were going to tell me something. What was it?” Annabeth asked me. “It looked like it was important.” 


“O-o-oh,” I stuttered and rubbed the back of my head. “I-it’s nothing.” 


“Come on Percy, you can tell me anything,” she looked into my green eyes with her grey ones.


I had a choice I could make here, I could tell her that I like like her or I could not tell her in case she didn’t like me back. What should I say? Should I tell her? Gods, I’m so not used to this stuff! 


I had to get this off my chest one way or the other. There was no way of keeping it bottled up inside me when it was causing me to blush and act so stuttery. 


“A-Annabeth,” I began, trying to control the shivering in my limbs.


“Yeah?” Annabeth’s voice was soft and she smiled at me. “What is it Seaweed Brain?”


“I-I..” I stuttered. “I l-like-”


BEEP


My heart almost jumped out of my throat as I looked at where it was coming from. It was a yellow taxi with a blonde surfer person inside it and I knew who this was. 


“Argus?!” I said out loud. “What’s he doing here?!”


“Oh,” Annabeth sighed disappointedly. “Didn’t know he was waiting. I’ll see you tomorrow Percy!” 


She came over to me and threw her hands around me for a hug. “Pick me up at 10 okay?” 


“At Camp?” 


“Where do you think?” she chuckled. “Of course at Camp.”


I hugged her back and she pulled away, leaving the trace of honey lemon in my nose. “Remember to wake up on time okay?” 


“Sure,” I smiled at her. “I will.”


With that, I watched her leave and get into the taxi with the yellow car disappearing out of my sightline and into the faraway street 


I opened the door and as much as I tried to, I couldn’t get the smile off my face. Unfortunately, I didn’t get to tell her how I felt but I was going to tell her tomorrow. I had to


“So, how did it go?” 


I turned to see Mom with a smile on her face like she knew what had happened. 


“Well, she said to pick her up by 10 tomorrow. I’m excited about it!” I said with a wide smile. 


Mom laughed and hugged me. “My baby is growing up so fast. He’s going on his first date!”


“Mom!” my cheeks were bright red. “Annabeth and I are just hanging out. It’s just like what happened when Rachel and I hung out together. Nothing else!”


Mom came over and patted my head. “Percy, word of advice, don’t mention another girl when you're with her okay?” 


“Why?” I raised an eyebrow. 


“Because she’s jealous, Percy.” Mom laughed. 


“Why?” I asked with a shock. “Annabeth’s prettier than her and she’s only a human. Annabeth is demigod! Just like me.”


“I’m sure you’ll figure it out, honey. Feelings are complex.” Mom explained. “Now go and get your stuff ready okay? I’m sure Annabeth would want you to look best for your date.” 


“Moom!” I complained red in the face. “It’s not a date”


“She’s coming from camp to meet you.”


“Well yes.” 


“And it’s just the two of you.” 


“Yeah and-”


“She wants to see you last before she leaves?”


“Mom!” I said my face red hot. “Even if it is a ‘date’ I don’t think she thinks it is.”


Mom pursed her lips. “If you want to know, maybe you should ask her. But you should get your clothes ready. I’m sure she would want you to look your best.”


The next day, near 9 AM


 


“Are you sure you got everything?” 


I nodded. “Yeah, Mom. I have everything with me.” 


I was excited to see Annabeth again and I couldn’t stop drumming my fingers against my jean pockets. I made sure Riptide was in my right pocket in case a monster decided to hijack us in the middle of us hanging out. Let me tell you, nothing spoils a fun day out like a cyclops wanting to eat you. 


Mom made sure I had my hair combed and I was wearing deodorant. I dressed nicely, deciding to wear a black summer jacket over a simple plain white shirt and blue jeans. To finish the outfit off, I wore blue converse trainers on my feet. 


“Here,” Mom picked a wad full of cash and put it into my open hand. “Treat her to something nice. Okay?” 


“Don’t worry Mom, I will.” I agreed with a smile. “I’ll try my best.” 


“Good. And remember to behave yourself.” Mom said sternly. “Remember-”


“Hold the door for her, let her go first. I know Mom,  I know. You drilled that into me. Always make sure she’s feeling okay.” I replied


Mom smoothened my jacket and kissed me on the cheek. “Good luck and just be yourself okay? That’s who Annabeth wants to be with. Don’t try to act like someone you aren’t.”


“Yeah, I got it.” 


“Good luck!” Mom waved me off as I opened the food and left. 


xXx


I made my way to Camp and just as she had told me, Annabeth stood just outside the Camp Gates in her outfit for the day. She wore a grey shirt under a red jacket, blue jeans shorts with a pair of white trainers on her feet. I noticed how underneath the jacket, the sheathe for her knife was poking out. 


Guess she had protection, just like me! 


Even though she wasn’t doing much, even though she was being herself, she looked like an angel, an ethereally beautiful angel. 


Annabeth’s eyes lit up as soon as she saw me and giggled. “Well done Seaweed Brain. You came on time.” 


“Mom woke me up actually,” I said with a little smile. “I was so excited I couldn’t sleep for a while.”


“Percy, don’t make it easy for me to tease you.” she chuckled. 


“What do you mean ‘tease me’?” I asked. “You can’t tease me, I’m unteasable.” 


“Oh?” Annabeth raised an eyebrow. “Really


“Yeah!” I crossed my arms thinking I won. “Try me."


“Really?” Annabeth smirked. “Did you not sleep because you were thinking of me? And I think you look very handsome today. And that deodorant? It makes you smell amazing!”


My face blushed hard. “H-hey! C-cut it out!” 


“Got you,” she chuckled and lightly punched my arm. “Now come on, let’s go.” 


“Annabeth,” I wiped a strand of my hair. that was in my eyes. “I wanted to ask you something, why did you want to hang out with me?” 


“Isn’t it obvious?” Annabeth chuckled. “Because I like spending time with you. That’s why Seaweed Brain.” she smiled at me. “Now come on, we got a busy day ahead.”


In the Bookstore that Annabeth had picked out.


“Oh my gods, they have every Author in the world!” Annabeth said with stars in her eyes as she rushed through the bookshelves. 


“Annabeth, slow down!” I said. “You're going to make me lose you!”


Annabeth rolled her eyes. “Come on Seaweed Brain, you’ve fought monsters, keeping up with me shouldn’t be hard!”


I grumbled and complained while I let Annabeth look at the many books in the bookshop. It was a nice one that Annabeth had picked because as soon as you stepped through the doors, you felt at ease. Maybe it was the fact it was so quiet and it was filled with glass windows so the sunlight would shine through it. 


“Urgh!” Annabeth complained, already holding a few books in her hands. “They don’t have what I’m looking for!” 


“What are you looking for?” I asked. “Maybe I could help?” 


“Sorry Percy, I don’t think you know what I’m looking for,” Annabeth smiled at me sadly. She scanned the room and glanced a guy with a uniform 


“Excuse me,” she walked up to him, holding the books she had gotten in her left hand. “Do you know where I could find the Lord of the Rings books?” 


“Sure I do.” The guy smiled at her. His blonde hair was split neatly from the left-hand side and he had bright blue eyes. “This is the Children’s section. You should check for the Novels section, under the name T, that should help you with your little problem.” 


“Oh!” Annabeth said like she figured out what was wrong. “That’s why I didn’t find it!”


The dude smiled at her “You must be a smart girl if you want to finish that. Some adults have trouble with it.”


“Thanks” Annabeth smiled. “I just want to see why it’s good. That’s all.” 


“Annabeth, let’s go!” I said before they could continue the conversation. 


I didn’t know why I did but inside my chest, something just felt wrong. It was a queasy feeling, seeing Annabeth talk to another guy and it didn’t help that this guy shared some of Luke’s features. 


“Percy!” Annabeth shrieked. “What was that about?!”


I walked a few feet away and turned to Annabeth and I just noticed that she and I were both holding hands. I debated whether to hold it or to let go, but decided with the last option with how sweaty my hands could get. 


I yanked it away and for a split second, I thought I saw Annabeth disappointed with me but I shook it off, thinking it was just because I interrupted her conversation 


“You know where to find it right?” I said. “And we have a lot of other stuff to get to. That’s why.”


Annabeth seemed to think it over before smirking at me. “Wait, Percy did you…” she started laughing to herself. 


“What?” I asked trying to not give away how hot my face was. “What’s so funny?!”


“Nothing, nothing,” Annabeth chuckled and bumped into me with a slight smirk on her face. “I didn’t know you were so adorable..” 


While I blushed she calmed down and wiped the tears out of her eyes. “Don’t worry Seaweed Brain, I won’t leave you alone if that’s what you were worried about. I told you I would hang out with you and I’ll keep that promise.” 


“T-thanks,” I replied. “So, you ready to get that and go? I can’t wait for the trampoline park!”


Annabeth rolled her eyes but still smiled at me. “Sure Seaweed Brain. Why don’t you go find something to read? Maybe a comic, I know you like that kind of stuff.” 


“Sure, I’ll go and try to find something!”


I didn’t find anything. 


I mean, I couldn’t find something because there was too much. My eyes were drawn to everything but I couldn’t pick one and knowing that Annabeth would have found what she was looking for, I made my choice, making my choice as fast I could. 


I picked up a Superman comic book which I bought for the pictures. 


“You done Seaweed Brain?” I turned to see Annabeth with a few books in her arms.


“Yup!” I grinned.


“What did you pick?” 


I showed it to her and she rolled her eyes like she had expected it. “Come on, let’s go to that trampoline park you want to go to. Maybe you can fly like Superman!” 


I paid for both the comic book and the heavy books that Annabeth and I had got with the money that Mom had given me. 


“You better enjoy them!” I said as I turned to her. She looked at the books with wide eyes and I knew I would cherish that moment forever. 


“I will. Thanks for buying it!” 


“What did you get?” 


“Hmm, let’s see. A couple on Architecture, one on history. 3 on Non-Fiction and of course. Lord of the Rings.” Annabeth finished. 


“Can’t you watch the movie?” 


“Percy!” Annabeth scolded me. “The books are better!” 


“If you say so,” I chuckled. “Do you think I’ll have a movie made about me?” 


“Sure,” Annabeth grinned. “It’ll be called Annabeth Chase with Percy Jackson as her sidekick.” 


“I’m not a sidekick!” I said angrily. “Come on Annabeth!”


“I’m just kidding!” Annabeth laughed. “I told you it’s easy to tease you!”


“Oh yeah?” I countered. “You’re easy to tease too.”


“Really?” 


“Yeah!” I agreed.


“I’m waiting,” Annabeth stood still. “Go ahead and tease me.” 


“Uhhh.” I started. “Your hair looks very nice today.” 


She stared at me for a few seconds before starting to giggle. She came over to me and handed me the books. “That wasn’t a tease. That’s a compliment.” 


“Why do I have to carry this?!” I asked her. “You got it!


“You didn’t impress me. Who knows, if you carry it long enough, maybe you’ll get stronger arms. You would look a lot cooler if you had strong biceps.” Annabeth giggled leaving me a blushing mess again. 


After the Trampoline park


 


“That was fun!” I said happily. “What do you think?” 


“Yeah, I had fun,” Annabeth smirked and she had chosen to put the books she got into a bag. “I didn’t know you could jump that high Percy. I’m impressed.” 


“It’s probably being chased around by monsters,” I agreed. “You were good to Annabeth.” 


Annabeth smiled and I swore she blushed but she didn't let me see it. She jabbed at my ribs lightly. “You were right, trampoline park was fun.”


“Wait?” a smile formed on my lips. “You just said I’m right?” 


“So?” 


“Hah, you said I was right!” I said trying to get under her skin. “For once I was right!”


Annabeth laughed and for a moment, everything felt like it was at peace. We were just 2 kids hanging out, enjoying each other’s company without the threat of monsters looming over our shoulders. 


“Hey, Percy, look,” Annabeth pointed at something and it got me out of my thoughts. “Percy, look. A music shop.” 


I turned to look and like she said, there was a music shop. It didn’t have a lot of people in it so it wasn’t busy and it gave off that retro vibe. It looked like it  was stuck in the middle of two time periods but it still looked good


“Do you wanna check it out?” Annabeth asked me. 


“Uh, should I?” 


“Come on?” Annabeth pleaded. “It’ll be fun!”


“Fine!” I relented and let her drag me into the music store. Annabeth dragged me into the listening section where she picked a song out for me on the little iPods that were set up.


“Here,” Annabeth handed me a pair of headphones. “Listen to this!”


I slipped on the headphones and a piece of strange music filled my ears. I listened to it and I gave it back to Annabeth who eagerly waited for my reaction. 


“So tell me?” she asked. “What do you think?” 


“I think it’s not my type of style. What is it anyway?” 


Annabeth looked horrified. “It’s No Quarter by Led Zeppelin. You know, one of the greatest bands in the history of music!”


“Wow,” I chuckled. “Didn’t know you were so passionate about it?”


“Well,” Annabeth began again. “My Dad told me about it so I thought I might listen to it. Turns out he was right, they are pretty good! I can’t believe you don’t listen to them!”


“I’m sorry Annabeth,” I said. “If you said the name of a Led Zeppelin song, I can’t give you any. I just don’t listen to them.” 


“It’s okay,” Annabeth shrugged. “You’ll like them after listening to one of their better tracks.” 


“You know,” I said. “I think Rachel would like this kind of music.”


Annabeth’s smile vanished and was replaced by a frown. “ Rachel? What does she have to do with this?!” 


“I said Rachel likes this kind of music. She let me listen to her playlist.” I explained


“You did what ?” Annabeth’s expression was sour


“Yeah, Rachel and I hung out together and she let me listen to her playlist. She also got me blue cupcakes too. We did it a couple of times, it was fun.” I explained with a little smile. 


Annabeth crossed her arms and then brushed the hair out of her eyes. She gripped the bag tightly. “I s-see. If your d-dating-” she looked like she was about to throw up. “D-dating Rachel then-” her voice caught just briefly and she seemed to be holding back tears. “T-that’s f-fine.” 


“Annabeth!” I said red in the face. “What are you talking about. I’m not dat-We didn’t do anything!”


“Who you d-date is none of business. I’ll be at the front of the store, come back when you're done.” 


Annabeth didn’t give me the chance to reply and stormed off leaving me just as confused. I wasn’t dating Rachel, I never liked her that way and the only girl I could like was Annabeth, only her. 


Wait...Was she...jealous?!


Annabeth didn’t need to be jealous of her, she was prettier and I liked her a lot more than Rachel! She was the one I wanted. She was the girl I liked! 


I had to clear up the misunderstanding and I had to do it now. Otherwise, Annabeth would hate me for something that wasn’t even happening. 


“After you do that, get her something. Show how much she means to you.”


I turned around expecting someone but only saw people minding their business and not caring to look my way. I looked back to Annabeth who looked like she was holding back tears as a black-haired person walked past her, paying Annabeth no attention. 


W-Who was that? 


I wasn’t paying attention but whoever it was, she seemed to say what was on my mind. I had a girl to talk to, to clear a misunderstanding with.  


I looked around the room, trying to come up with a peace offering and as I did, a glint of light caught my eye and I got the perfect way to make it up for her. Who needed a dictionary when I had found what she might have liked in an instant!


Mom was right, I shouldn’t have mentioned another girl's name when I was out with Annabeth. 


Gods, I should have been more careful. I should have watched what I said! 


A few minutes later…


 


“Annabeth?” 


Annabeth frowned and turned away from me. I noticed how her eyes were red? Was she crying? My heart dropped at it and I wanted to make her feel better. Deciding to keep the gift in my back pocket, I faced her and started to speak. 


“Listen,” I rubbed the back of my head. “About Rachel-”


“Percy, if you're dating her,” she said the word like it was sour in her mouth. “I t-told you it’s fine.” 


“That’s the reason,” I said again. “I’m not dating Rachel.” 


Her pretty grey eyes started to brighten up. “You're... not ?” 


I shook my head. 


She held the book bag tightly. “Then what happened?” 


“I told you. We just hung out a couple of times. We didn’t kiss or anything, we just laughed and listened to music. We ate a cupcake and that’s all we did.” I explained. “That’s all that happened.”


“Oh.” Annabeth’s smile returned to her face and I knew that Annabeth, the Annabeth I liked, my Annabeth was back again. She jabbed at my ribs slightly again and then laughed. “You should have been clearer with me Seaweed Brain, I thought I almost lost you there.” 


“I’ve got something for you,” I said, trying to flush down the warm feeling in my face. 


“Huh? What is it?” she raised an eyebrow. 


I pulled out the gift I got from the music store and showed it to her, earning a wide-eyed look from Annabeth. “I thought you might like it. So what do you think?”


“You got me an owl pendant?!” Annabeth’s cheeks were tinged with a light blush and her voice was higher than normal. “Why?” 


“I thought it would make for a good peace offering,” I said with a little grin. “But if you don’t like it, I can take it back.”


“No, no,” Annabeth shook her head. “It’s okay. It’s really sweet that you got me this. You can put it around my neck if you want.” 


“Really?” I tensed up. 


“Relax Seaweed Brain.” Annabeth chuckled. “I won’t bite. You can trust me.”


Deciding to do it and trying to calm my increasing heartbeat, I pulled the owl pendant out of the packet and moved behind Annabeth. She moved her golden curls away from the back of her neck and I caught the scent of warm lemon which made me smile. Her neck was slender and it was perfect, just like the rest of her. 


“Come on Percy,” Annabeth said shuffling her feet. “I’m waiting.”


“Uh y-yeah. Sure.” I laughed nervously 


I gently placed the main part around the front of her neck and brought the silver metal string around and tied it together, finishing without a second to waste. 


Annabeth turned on the spot and inspected the pendant. “You did well Seaweed Brain. Thanks!”


“So,” I started. “You aren’t mad at me?” 


Annabeth chuckled and smiled, looking at the pendant around her neck. “I was but I’m not anymore. I couldn’t live with myself if I knew you were dating Rachel. I’m happy that wasn’t the case.”


“Yeah,” I tried to push down the hot feeling in my face but from how Annabeth smiled, I think it was pretty obvious that it was clear. “I’m happy that you're okay now.”


Sometime later...


“Did you have fun?” 


I asked Annabeth as we made our way to Camp Half-Blood. The time was now late evening and the sky was starting to look like a mix of purple and orange. The sunlight shone down on Annabeth and I and it made her blonde hair look like gold. 


“I did. Thank you for you know-” Annabeth looked at the ground and twirled a strand of hair in her fingers. “-For hanging out with me.” 


“No problem.”


“Hey listen,” Annabeth turned to me. “Do you mind if we sit down and talk?”


“Sure,” I agreed and sat on the floor, Annabeth sat right next to me and he leaned into me which I didn’t complain about. 


“For once in my life,” Annabeth began. “I was comfortable. I wasn’t a demigod, I was just Annabeth, the same Annabeth who could do stuff like a normal girl.” 


“Yeah,” I said as I got comfortable while Annabeth leaned into me. “When I hung out with you, back in the mall, I felt like a normal person, not someone who was supposed to decide the fate of the world next year.” 


Annabeth nodded. “Are you nervous?” 


“A little. But I think with you by my side, I think we can save the world.” I said with a smile. Annabeth smiled back and closed her eyes into my chest. 


“Annabeth,” I said, earning her attention. “About Luke, I know we argued and I just want you to be safe okay?” 


Annabeth nodded. “I know you do. And I understand. I know you would try to keep me safe.”


Some time passed and it felt like time had stopped and with Annabeth in my arms, it was time to tell her. And if something happened to her in the final stretch, something that might kill her, I had to get it off my chest. 


“Annabeth. Listen, I want to tell you something.” I started, drawing up the courage. “I kind of like you. I mean I like like you. I like how your hair is so curly and I like your hair, even though I know you don’t like it sometimes.” I played with the blonde curls in my hand, running my thumb over the soft curls. “Don’t get me started on your eyes. I could feel myself getting lost in them. It’s so mesmerising to look at.”


My throat closed up but I forced myself to go through. I was determined to tell her how I felt even if she didn’t like me back. 


“You don’t need to be jealous of Rachel, I like you and not her. I mean Rachel is pretty but not as pretty as you are.” I laughed awkwardly. 


“I have no idea if you like me back that way but I just wanted to tell you how I felt okay? If something happened to me, I wanted to let you know.” I patted her hair softly. “I don’t care If you don’t like me back, I just want you to be happy because I-b-because I l-love you Annabeth!”


“Yeah!” I said, forcing myself to stop my throat from closing up. “I love you Annabeth! That’s what I wanted you to say. I have feelings for you!”


A moment of science passed and I waited for Annabeth to reply, to tell me if she liked me back or not. But the more I waited, the more my heartbeat increased, the more my face felt hot and the more I felt antsy. 


I thought she was thinking about what I said over, deciding whether I was the one for her when I noticed her not moving at all. 


“Annabeth?” I asked, my voice catching her name. 


Annabeth didn’t move. 


“Annabeth? ” I asked, my voice slightly erratic than normal. “You okay?” 


Annabeth shuffled in my chest, turned to face me and yawned. “Sorry Seaweed Brain. I must have fallen asleep. Were you saying something?”


I blinked. “You didn’t hear what I was saying?” 


She shook her head. “No. Was it important?” 


“N-no, not really,” I scratched the back of my head, that sense of dread and nervousness dissipated so easily as it came. 


“Oh,” Annabeth seemed disappointed but then got up from my arms and stood up stretching her arms up wide, the book bag in one hand. “Thank you for all of this, Percy. I appreciate it!”


I sighed and got up, calming my beating heart. “Y-yeah, no problem. Tell your Dad I said Hi, okay? 


“Sure!” Annabeth smiled. She moved forward and gently cupped my cheeks. “I enjoyed this. Let’s do it again sometime.”


She leaned forward and kissed both my cheeks, parted my hair from the middle and kissed my forehead. “Bye Percy,” She turned and walked through the Camp entrance. 


I would have stayed there forever if Annabeth hadn’t told me to go home instead of standing there like an idiot.


And that’s how I spent the summer before I turned 16 and how I also learned that Annabeth likes owl pendants


 


End Notes


This was my first time writing a romance/fluff fic when I like writing fics with an action adventure storyline. I do hope you enjoyed this and if you want to join the discord server, then here you go. The link is below this.


Percabeth Server Invite Link: https://discord.gg/PDZPgSN


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


A request from tumblr for the prompt "The kids, they ambushed me." Just some space family fluff cause it's good for the soul <3


Notes


Tumblr post


Days like this were a rarity, where there was nothing to be done – no missions to plan for, no supply runs needed. Hera took the time to look over the Ghost and run full diagnostics. Chopper helped her but everyone else seemed to have gone off to enjoy the day – something that she hoped to do once she was finished.


Sitting up, Hera stretched her neck and she glanced at the sky through the cockpit. Everything was looking fine and this test would take a while, she could manage to get some fresh air for a few minutes.


Upon walking out of the Ghost, Hera was met with shouting. She glanced at Chopper – who had followed her – before racing into the tall grass, only to freeze at the scene in front of her.


There was paint everywhere - on the ground, specking the grass, some splattered Sabine, Ezra, and Zeb, but the majority of it seemed to be covering Kanan. Hera couldn’t hold back a laugh as she walked up to the Jedi.


“What happened here.”


“The kids, they ambushed me,” he said, trying to rub some of the paint off of his hands, but it seemed to be drying on him. And a second later another splatter of paint hit his shoulder, speckling Hera with some too.


“Direct hit!” Sabine yelled from her position in the grass, high fiving Ezra.


“I see,” Hera said, brushing at the paint on her flight suit, but it only smeared, making it more visible. “How about we pay them back?”


Kanan looked at her, then grinned. “I like the sound of that.”


By the end of the day, everyone was covered in paint, but it was worth it. Laughter rang through the halls of the Ghost and while everyone had cleaned up as best they could, there were still hidden patches of paint on everyone, especially Kanan. But for Hera, it was a price worth paying for some quality time with her crew - her family.
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Based on a headcanon by eyeloch. This fic centers on traditions of those from Lothal, specifically how touching hair is significant. Also includes my own little headcanon for Mandalorians and braids.


Notes


Tumblr post


Sabine had seen it multiple times out of the corner of her eye. The smallest expressions when someone touched Ezra’s hair. Sometimes it was just a playful grimace – like when Zeb rubbed his head. But there were times he looked downright uncomfortable. At first she thought it was simply been because it made his longer hair messy, but the expression remained even after he cut his hair.


Finally she couldn’t contain her confusion anymore.


“It’s a Lothal thing…” Ezra said, self-consciously running a hand through his hair as he spoke. “Hair is kind of important. And letting someone else touch your hair it…it means something special.”


“Why haven’t you said anything?” Sabine couldn’t help but ask, it seemed like a big deal to him, so why had he never told anyone before?


He shrugged. “I know it’s different elsewhere, and I know no one means anything by it.” It was a brush off answer, it made sense but that discomfort had still been there.


“I’m sure no one would mind if you told them,” she said.


“Maybe, but I’m okay with it, really,” he said, giving her an assuring smile.


“Alright,” Sabine said, still not convinced that he was totally fine with it. But at least now she knew, and with this new information, she made a mental note never to touch Ezra’s hair.


----------


She broke that promise to herself a few months later. It was an accident, A habit really. He had gotten some paint in his hair and she had quickly tried to wipe it away before it had time to dry. But realization struck almost as soon as she had touched his hair and she quickly pulled back.


“I’m sorry, Ezra, I forgot.”


Surprise shone in his eyes for a moment as he looked at her, then her hand. But after a few moments, a smile grew on his face. “It’s okay, Sabine.”


She tried to return the smile, but it was forced. Touching his hair was important to his culture and traditions were important. Sometimes they grew less important with time, but she still she still felt bad for forgetting. And once again she made a promise not to forget again. However, some promises are just made to be broken.


----------


The next time she touched his hair, his hand guided hers. The smile on his face was genuine, so full of admiration and trust.


“I didn’t tell you this before, but on Lothal, touching someone’s hair is…well, it’s intimate. When someone allows you do to it…it means they trust you, they care about you…” his voice trailed off for a moment before he added. “It’s most common between those in relationships.”


A smile grew on Sabine’s face as her fingers slid through his hair. There had never really been a definite start to their relationship. Some may argue that their first kiss was the beginning, but in reality, they had been closer for long before that. They had relied on each other, trusted each other, cared about each other, and somewhere along the way that had grown into something more than friendship.


But Sabine knew this step – Ezra letting her touch his hair, inviting her to do it– was a big step. As much as he tried not to play it up as a big deal, she knew it was still important to him, ingrained in him. And here he was giving her his permission; willingly letting her run her fingers through his hair. And as her fingers stroked his hair, he leaned forward and pressed his forehead against hers, eyes closed. There was no sign of discomfort. He was trusting her with this intimate part of his life, trusting her with so much. And she wasn’t going to let him down.


----------


Ezra was having a hard time. She could see it in his body language as he walked to the meeting, he was tense, worried. Something was going on. Sabine didn’t know what it was – she knew he would tell her when he was ready, but she wanted to let him know she was there for him. Maybe that’s why her hands found their way to his hair as he sat underneath her perch on the couch. At first she just ran her fingers through his growing hair, straightening out a few knots that had worked their way into it. Even those few simple movements meant something. Ezra’s shoulders relaxed, and he leaned back just a bit.


Details of the mission were laid out, and as Sabine focused, her fingers continues to brush through his hair. Then they started working on their own. She wasn’t conscious of what she was doing, but it was helping Ezra, and that was all that mattered.


Only once the meeting was over did she look down and see that she had braided two tight braids into his hair, held secure by hair. Mandalorians usually kept their hair short, to keep it out of their way, but that never prohibited braids. Some clans even had distinct braids unique to only them, usually used only for special occasions. Sabine had learned her clan’s braid a long time ago, and now she had just braided Ezra’s hair in the same braid – albeit a mini version of it. It was a big deal, or would’ve been if any other Mandalorians were there, but it was just her. And as she looked at it, she couldn’t help but feel that it was just right.


Ezra’s hand moved to the back of his head and when his fingers felt the braids he looked up at her and smiled. The warmth in it was real, if he had and objection to the braids, he didn’t show it. And his next words denied any anger at them as well.


“Thanks, Sabine.”


Running a hand through his hair again she returned the smile, remembering a time when she had been worried about offending him by touching his hair. Now it was a way for them to connect, a way to let him know she was there for him. That she cared about him, and that she loved him.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!






























Freedom
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/9589325.


Rating:
Not Rated
Archive Warning:
Creator Chose Not To Use Archive Warnings
Category:
F/M
Fandom:
Star Wars: Rebels
Relationship:
Ezra Bridger & Sabine Wren
Character:
Sabine Wren, Ezra Bridger
Additional Tags:
Mild Blood, Star Wars: Rebels AU, old friends au
Language:
English
Stats:
Published: 2017-02-05 Words: 1,338 Chapters: 1/1
Freedom
by Aceofstars16
Summary


This fic is for meldy-arts' Old Friends AU where Sabine and Ezra knew each other as kids and ended up on the streets together. In his fic, Sabine loses Ezra and while trying to find him gets captures by slaves, who incidentally found Ezra too.
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I should have never left him.


The words ran through Sabine’s mind as she ran through the streets, searching for any sign of Ezra. She even resorted to calling out his name, something she never did. It always drew too much attention. But she didn’t care about that now. Something was wrong. She knew it as soon as she had seen that their little nook had been attacked.


Things like that happened, she knew that. They had already moved around a few different times due to ransacked camps. But this time Ezra was nowhere to be seen.


Fear gripped Sabine’s heart as she ran, searching desperately for her friend, the boy who she had refused to leave even when her parents had insisted she leave. The boy whose parents were dead because of her family. She hadn’t been able to do anything to save his family, but she would do anything to keep him safe now.


Only her shortness of breath slowed Sabine down as she headed down yet another street. She refused to stop though, she kept searching. Hour after hour, until the day ended. Then for the first time in years, she slept alone. In the past, there had been nights of sleeping in new places while her and Ezra tried to find a new place to call ‘home’, even if those homes were just abandoned buildings or cave-like holes in the city. It had never been fun, but Ezra had always been there. Because as much as she wanted to protect him and be there for him, she had to admit that he was a comfort to her. A constant reassurance in an unsure life. And now he was gone.


No, I will find him. Sabine told herself as she curled up next to an old factory. She hugged her arms close to herself to preserve warmth. All of the blankets her and Ezra had gathered were gone, everything was gone except for the blaster on her back and the few essentials she kept in her pockets – mementoes of her family. As much as she hated them, she couldn’t seem to get rid of the small disc that contained their picture on it. Not that she could even see it – she didn’t have the equipment for that - but for some reason it assured her. It reminded her of what they had done, how they had failed Ezra, and how she wouldn’t make the same mistake.


The days stretched on and Sabine never stopped searching for Ezra. She didn’t look for a new camp, she didn’t steal any nick knacks. The only times she stopped looking were to grab a small bit of food- just enough to keep her going- and to take short naps to keep her energy up.


By the end of the week, she was exhausted and downtrodden. She should’ve found Ezra by now, he couldn’t have gone that far. And yet as she searched every nook and cranny of Capital City, he wasn’t anywhere to be found. Her hopes were fading. She didn’t know where else to look, what else to do, but she couldn’t give up on Ezra. She wouldn’t stop even if she killed herself looking for him. And from the way she felt that might not be far off.


Her exhausted state was the only reason the gang got the jump on her. But she still put up a fight, kicking and biting and screaming. A cloth was shoved over her mouth, and as much as she struggled and tried to fight, she just wasn’t strong enough – her rigorous searching had worn her down and her kidnapper was far bigger than her.


As she blacked out, Sabine’s last thought was how she had failed Ezra. She had tried so hard, but she had failed him again…


 Pain woke her. An intense burning singed her shoulder, more pain than she had ever felt in a lifetime. She tried to scream, but a cloth was jammed in her mouth. That didn’t stop the tears from streaming down her face however. Then the heat eased, but the pain remained.


“Almost done,” a harsh voice said, then pain shot through her shoulder again. Something was placed on top of the wound and the pain eased a little, but not much. Her shirt- which had been pulled to the side- bounced back into place, though it still only partly covered her shoulder. Even with the pressure gone and a bandage in place, Sabine’s head still felt woozy. Probably a side effect from whatever it is they had used to knock her out. That and the fact that she had barely been getting four hours of sleep a night, if that.


“Move!” the voice said again, jabbing her in the side.


Sabine tried to stand but her muscles didn’t seem able to comply.


“Come on!”


This resulted in another sharp jab, this time to her injured shoulder. A cry escaped Sabine’s mouth, but as the man laugh she quickly shut her mouth. She wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction hearing her cry again. Focusing all of her energy on her limbs, she forced herself to stand, only then realizing that her hands were bound in front of her. Even if she had the strength to attack, she wouldn’t have been able to do much damage. That was probably the idea, at least. Mandalorians didn’t go down easy. As much as Sabine resented her family’s betrayal of the Bridgers, she was still proud to be a Mandalorian. But right now, Sabine didn’t feel very much like a Mandalorian. She just felt scared.


One foot in front of the next, one step after the next. Sabine knew she should try to focus on where she was, try to figure out how to get out of here, but it took all of her strength to just keep walking.


A hand pulled her to a stop in front of a door. She didn’t even have the energy to cry out at the pain in her shoulder, and she barely registered that her hands had been untied when she was shoved inside. Collapsing on the floor, all Sabine wanted to do was rest. Her eyes were already closing when the voice spoke. Not just any voice though. It was Ezra.


“Sabine?”


A rush of energy shot through Sabine and quickly sat up and looked around. And there was Ezra in front of her with his baggy shirt hanging off him, bags under his eyes, and fear and hope etched on his face.


“Ezra…” Tears of relief built up in Sabine’s eyes and she flung her arms around him and held him tighter than she ever had before. She had found him, he was okay. Now they just had to get out of here.


 “Did you get it?” Ezra’s voice was lined with pain and Sabine didn’t have to see him to know that he was crying. But she didn’t blame him, she had cried too.


“Yeah, it’s out,” Sabine said, tossing the bloody tracking chip on the ground and crushing it with her boot.


Exhaustion and pain drained her body, but her chest filled with triumph. After weeks of being forced to serve the Black Draknots, her and Ezra had finally found a way escape. It hadn’t been pretty, but they were out, and with their tracking chips gone, they were free.


However, as Sabine stared at the 04 branded on Ezra’s shoulder and felt the pain from her own extracted chip, she felt a burning anger grow in her chest. Those men hadn’t gotten half of what they deserved. If she was bigger, stronger, she would’ve put a stop for them for good. She couldn’t though, not yet, today freedom was their only victory. But she vowed that one day she would be strong enough to stop those who wronged her and Ezra, one day she would make a difference. For now, though, being free on streets again with Ezra - free to do what they wanted- was enough.
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Pjo, HoO, & ToA incorrect quotes - may be OOC but I’ve never read the full series so…
I did my best, mainly for fun.


Chapter 1
On the Argo II: 


Jason: Okay, I caught the spider. 


The rest of the seven: *Cheers* 


Annabeth: Now release the little guy outside.


Jason: We’re in the middle of the ocean.  


Annabeth: Yes? 


Jason: Is this a… uh… water spider? Can it breathe in water? 


Annabeth: No, it’ll probably die a horrible painful death! Now out it goes. 


 


Chapter 2
With Solangelo: 


Will: did you have to stab him? 


Nico: you weren’t there. You didn’t hear what he said to me. 


Will: what did he say? 


Nico: “what are you going to do? Stab me?” 


Will: 


Camp Half Blood: 


Camp Jupiter:


Percy, nodding: that’s fair 


Chapter 3
With Percy & Estelle: 


*the kitchen literally on fire* 


Percy: OH NO GET AN ADULT! 


Estelle: PERCY YOU ARE AN ADULT! 


Percy: OH SH-SNICKERDOODLES 


Percy: WE NEED AN ADULTIER ADULT GET ANNABETH! 


Estelle: Wait, don’t you have water powers?


Percy: …I knew that 


Chapter 4
Halloween at Camp Halfblood: 


Percy: um… what are you supposed to be dressed up as? 


Nico: i’m you! See, I’ve got a blue onesie, messy hair, green contacts, and look!


Nico: *swishes riptide around* 


Nico: i’ve even got your sword, and here’s my wife 


Percy: i’m not married 


Nico: …I said hERE’S MY WIFE 


Will: hello, I’m Annabeth Chase, Daughter of Athena; see i’ve got my long blondey locks and books 


Percy: 


Piper, whispering: my OTP’s have merged 


Chapter 5
With Nico & Piper: 


Nico: i never tell people that i’m gay right off the bat. I wait until they say some homophobic crap and then laugh and am like “you know i’m gay right?” And watch the look of terror on their face. 


Piper: i like you 


Chapter 6
With Solangelo:


Nico: *is hurt* 


Will: *nyooms in* DO NOT WORRY MY LOVE I AM HERE 


Nico: Will it’s just a paper cu- 


Will: PUT YOUR HAND IN MY HAIR 


Nico: ok…


Will: *deep breath* 


Will: FLOWER GLEAM AND GLOW~ 


Nico: 


Nico: *le facepalm* 


Chapter 7
At Camp Halfblood:


Chiron: it’s nice and quiet. 


Chiron, narrowing his eyes: something is wrong. Very wrong. 


Literally all of CHB: HAPPY FATHERS’ DAY CHIRON!!!!


Chiron: 


Chiron: i’m not crying, you are 


Chapter 8
With Luke & Hermes: 


Hermes: i didn’t raise you to be a traitor 


Luke: funny 


Luke: i wasn’t aware you raised me at all 


Chapter 9
Literally Jason: 


The enemy: looks like you’re all out of weapons. 


Jason, who was raised by wolves: chomp chomp time, motherf@%$*#s! 


Chapter 10
On Latin: 


Jason: omg, Latin is so hard to learn 


Frank: i know right? 


Hazel: actually, it wasn’t that hard for me 


Nico: it wasn’t hard for me either 


Percy: is it because Latin is a… 


Percy: *puts on sunglasses* dead language? 


Nico: *snaps Percy’s sunglasses* 


Chapter 11
On Clarisse & Percy’s Friendship: 


Percy and Clarisse: *running up to each other and doing a really long complicated handshake* 


Percy, deadpan: you’re so annoying I hate you so much


Clarisse: i’ve never met someone weaker or uglier than you 


Chapter 12
On Nico & Hazel: 


Nico: this is my little sister Hazel. 


Hazel: little sister? 


Nico: i’m fifteen and you’re thirteen. 


Hazel: you were born in 1932. 


Hazel: i was born in 1928. 


Hazel: i’m older than you. 


Nico: 


Nico: well i’m taller than you 


Hazel: if you say so, little brother 


Chapter 13
On Chiron:


Chiron: i’m not a father, i don’t even have any children 


Leo: *passes him* sup, dad 


Chiron: oh, hey 


Annabeth: dad, is it ok if Piper and i see the new Star Wars movie tonight? 


Chiron: yeah, just be back by ten 


Chiron: 


Chiron: ok, listen 


Chapter 14
With the Argo II Crew: 


Annabeth: i’m the most responsible member of this group. 


Jason: yesterday you set the bathroom on fire. 


Annabeth: there was a spider. 


Chapter 15
In the Argo II cafeteria: 


Percy: hey, do you think I could fit fifteen marshmallows in my mouth? 


Annabeth: you’re a hazard to society


Leo: And a coward. Do twenty 


Chapter 16
With Percy & Nico: 


Percy: in my defense, i was left unsupervised. 


Annabeth: wasn’t nico with you? 


Nico: 


Nico: in my defense, i was also left unsupervised. 


Chapter 17
Chiron & Monsters: 


Monster: I have your child.


Chiron: Which one? 


Monster: The quiet one? 


Chiron: Wrong, i have none of the sort. 


Chapter 18
With Chiron & Percy: 


Chiron: Percy, you’re in charge while i’m away. 


Percy: alright, i’m your man. 


Chiron: don’t do anything stupid. 


Percy: ok, i’m kind of your man. 


Chiron: and keep the others out of trouble. 


Percy: you need another man. 


Chapter 19
On Percabeth: 


Annabeth: when i said ‘bring me back something from the beach’, i meant like a seashell. 


Percy, holding a baby shark: well then you should have specified. 


Percy: it’s too late, he’s our child now. 


Chapter 20
On Perfection: 


Piper: one thing time has taught me is that nobody is perfect. 


Percy: *remembering that one time Annabeth told Polyphemus her name was ‘Nobody’* 


Percy: yes, you’re completely right. 


Chapter 21
On the Floor is Lava: 


Travis: hey Annabeth, the floor is lava! 


Annabeth: shut up Travis, i once drank lava, i’m not afraid of walking in-


Connor: Floor is spiders! 


Annabeth: *on Percy’s back* RUN PERCY RUUUUUN! 


Chapter 22
With Percy & Reyna:


Percy: i swear to GODS i’m so sick of Octavian! Can’t you just exile him or something? 


Reyna: i can’t! I wish i could, but it’s against the rules! 


Percy: is it against the rules for my mortal mother to turn him into a stone statue and sell him to a museum for a hundred grand? 


Reyna: *pulling out a rule book* um… technically… not? 


Percy: PERFECT 


Chapter 23
On the Argo II: 


Piper: what if people had food names and food had people names?


Piper, to Hazel: hey Tuna, time for dinner. 


Hazel: what are we having? 


Piper: annabeth 


Annabeth: why do i even hang out with you? 


Piper: shut up, Potato. 


Chapter 24
At Camp Halfblood: 


Piper: Why is Nico rolling on the floor, laughing? And what happened to Percy’s forehead? 


Annabeth: *sighs* Percy was about to hit his head on the door frame, so i told him to duck. And he quacked at me. 


Annabeth: And then he hit his head. 


Piper: *wheezes* 


Chapter 25
On the Argo II:


Leo: if you’re happy and you know it clap your hands! 


Everyone else: *crickets* 


Leo: if you’ve suffered immense emotional trauma and you’re sick of all this and just want to go home and take a nap clap your hands! 


Everyone else: *CLAP CLAP* 


Chapter 26
The Floor is Lava 2: 


Percy: Reyna! The floor is lava! 


Reyna: *rolls eyes* 


Percy: Reyna! The floor is spiders! 


Reyna: *ignoring him* 


Percy: Reyna! The floor is Leo trying to kiss you! 


Reyna: NOPE *jumps on Nico’s back* 


Leo: eXCUSE ME 


Chapter 27
On Philosophy: 


Nico: Nothing in life is free. 


Percy: adventure is free 


Annabeth: life is free 


Silena: love is free 


Connor Stoll: everything is free if you take it without paying 


Chapter 28
On Percy & Octavian: 


Percy: have you been yelled at by Annabeth yet? 


Octavian: I’m not scared of her. 


Percy: so that’s a no then. 


Chapter 29
On Nico & Percy fighting: 


Annabeth: once Percy and Nico had a fight that went kind of like this; 


PERCY: “everything that comes out of your mouth is stupid!” 


NICO: “Percy.” 


Annabeth: and to this day i still laugh out loud in inappropriate settings because i randomly think of it. 


Chapter 30
On Fire Extinguishers: 


Chiron: why does only Annabeth know how to use a fire extinguisher? 


Annabeth: i’m the only sensible one. 


Percy: i have water powers. 


Grover: i have Percy. 


Chapter 31
On Demigods & Gods: 


Leo: would you ever punch a god? 


Annabeth: i would punch a god for a hundred dollars. 


Nico: i would punch a god for TEN dollars. 


Percy: i would PAY ten dollars to punch a god. 


Apollo: *sweats nervously* 


Chapter 32
With Percy & Clarisse: 


Percy: look, we’ve been fighting for too long


Clarisse: *raises eyebrows* 


Percy: let’s just agree to apologize on the count of three. 


Clarisse: ok 


Percy: One. Two. Three. 


Clarisse: 


Percy: 


Percy: see, now i’m just disappointed in both of us. 


Chapter 33
On Athena & Percy: 


Athena: you gave up immortality for my daughter


Percy: yeah 


Athena: you fell into tartarus for my daughter 


Percy: yes? 


Athena: 


Athena: you’re making it really difficult to hate you 


Chapter 34
On Near-Death experiences: 


Percy: you call it a near death experience… 


Leo: we call it a vibe check from the gods 


Jason & Annabeth: *eye twitches* 


Chapter 35
In the Underworld: 


Hades: i f@$%#* hate Zeus 


Persephone: watch your language, there are children in the house 


Hades: my bad 


Hades: i f@$%#* hate—


Hades: *covers Nico’s ears* 


Hades: —Zeus 


Chapter 36
On Reyna & Leo:


Reyna: i’ll have a beer, and he’ll have a capri-sun. 


Leo: Reyna, i’m eighteen years old. 


Leo: i can order my own capri-sun. 


Chapter 37
On Nico & Jason: 


Nico: why is everyone staring at me? 


Annabeth: you just called Jason “dad”. You said “thanks, dad”. 


Nico: what? No I didn’t, i said “thanks, man”. 


Jason: do you see me as a father figure, Nico? 


Nico: no, if anything i see you as a bother figure cause you’re always bothering me. 


Percy: hey! Show your father some respect! 


Chapter 38
At Camp Halfblood:


Nico: Do you ever just want to gently place your hands on someone’s cheeks and hold their head there in your hands looking into their eyes— 


Will: awww


Nico: and then violently jerk their neck up at a right angle and snap their neck 


Everyone: 


Jason: we’ll that took and unexpected turn 


Leo: so did their neck 


Percy: omg i’m dying 


Piper: so are they 


Chapter 39
On Physics: 


Apollo: according to all known laws of physics, a dragon should not be able to turn into a suitcase. 


Leo: the dragon, of course, turns into a suitcase anyways, because dragons and Leo do not care what humans or gods think. 


Chapter 40
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
With Solangelo: 


Will: *approaching* 


Nico: *holding apple menacingly* an apple a day keeps the doctor away. 


Leo: an apple a day keeps anyone away if you throw it hard enough. 


Nico: i like that *throws apple at Will* 


Will: *catches apple* 


Will: *looks at apple in his hand* 


Will: *looks at Nico* 


Will: did you just...? 


Jason: OH MY GODS 


Chapter End Notes


In Ancient Greece tossing an apple to someone is like proposing and if they catch it, it means they accept the proposal.


Chapter 41
With Percy & Nico: 


Percy: Nico, why were you crying last night? 


Nico: i had an allergic reaction. 


Percy: to what? 


Nico: life. 


Chapter 42
With Leo & Percy: 


Leo: i was fixing your car and you used sub-par fuel that corroded—


Percy: in english please 


Leo: low quality gas damaged your car— 


Percy: i still don’t get it 


Leo: fine, bad go go juice made your vroom vroom machine all funky 


Percy: oh no 


Chapter 43
Introducing Hylla: 


Reyna: Hylla, these are Annabeth, Percy, & Nico. Guys, this is Hylla, my sister. 


Hylla, pointing to Percy & Annabeth: i know them. She’s the smart girl from Circe’s Island, and he’s the guy who got turned into a guinea pig. 


Nico: *laughs uncontrollably* 


Chapter 44
On Kids Menus and Ages: 


Percy: i’m too young to die and too old to eat off the kids menu! What a stupid age i’m at! 


Nico: ha! Sucks to be you. I’m old enough to die AND young enough to eat off the kids menu. 


Annabeth & Will: 


Chapter 45
Nico’s Italian:


Nico: *forgets the English word for ‘lid’* 


Nico, to Will: *holds up pot* where is it’s hat? 


Will: 


Chapter 46
With Percy & Leo: 


Leo: you’re starting to forget your Spanish. You don’t practice. 


Percy: lo siento, Leo. Estoy embarazada. 


Leo: you just told me you’re pregnant. 


Nico, to Percy: congratulations, You’re glowing. 


Chapter 47
On the Argo II: 


Leo: i am the ultimate third wheel. 


Hazel, holding Frank’s hand: what makes you say that? 


Jason, cuddling with Piper: yeah, you shouldn’t think that way. 


Percy, making out with Annabeth: completely untrue. 


Leo: wow, i’ve leveled up to the seventh wheel. I am truly powerful. 


Chapter 48
At Camp Halfblood: 


Percy: what’s going on? 


Piper: Annabeth told Frank that Athena is cooler than Mars 


Piper: so he turned into a spider. 


Entirety of the Athena Cabin: *all standing on a single table in the middle of the cabin screaming* 


Chapter 49
Solangelo: 


Percy: is that a hickey? 


Nico: no, it’s a mosquito bite. 


*later at the camp fire*


Will: hey guys 


Percy: hI mOsqUiTo 


Chapter 50
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
With the Greeks:


Jason: the Greeks? Yeah, they’re cool, normal dudes. 


Travis: *runs in front of Jason while wearing Katie’s bra* D-CUP MY BUTT! 


Katie: *runs by with a bat in her hands* GIVE IT BACK, YOU PEICE OF CONNOR! 


Connor: *riding a pegasus* WHAT DO YOU MEAN WEEDY? 


Annabeth: *follows them with handcuffs on* OK STOP IT, SERIOUSLY 


Percy: *still in his PJs* WHO PUT GATORADE IN MY TEA! 


Piper: *covers Jason in toilet paper* April Fools. 


Chiron: it’s not April 1st Piper. 


Nico: *sips his coffee* i forgot about the existence of Sunday 


Jason: *Smiles and looks at the camera like he’s on the Office* i love this family. 


Chapter End Notes


Hey, this is the fiftieth part of my first work! To celebrate I’m asking two questions—put your answers in the comments!
1. What’s your favorite book/book series? (not just pjo)
-Mine is the Charlie Thorne series by Stuart Gibbs, but i love pjo too!
2. Who’s your favorite character in the pjo universe?
-Mine’s Leo Valdez, he’s so angsty but he never shows it. I just love his personality and character!


Chapter 51
On Firetrucks: 


Annabeth: why do you look so smug? 


Percy: i just realized that fire trucks are actually water trucks. 


Annabeth: and? 


Percy: i can’t wait to rub it in Leo’s face. 


Chapter 52
Just Annabeth:


Annabeth: Percy’s like a pet fish. You have to constantly feed him and you worry he’s going to die every few seconds. 


Chapter 53
Solangelo & HP: 


Will: *covers Nico’s eyes* guess who? 


Nico: don’t know, don’t care. 


Will: oh come on, you know who! Just say it! 


Nico: Voldemort. 


Chapter 54
Percabeth & the Law:


Chiron: how do you plead? 


Percy: *looks at Annabeth* 


Annabeth: *mouths ‘not guilty’* 


Percy: hot milky 


Annabeth: *facepalms* just lock him up 


Chapter 55
With the Seven+Nico: 


Hazel: *walks in holding a bulldog* hey guys! 


Nico: Hazel, whose dog is that? 


Hazel: what are you talking about? It’s Frank! 


Frank: i’m right here? 


Hazel: oh my gods, i’ve stolen someone’s dog. 


Leo: *laughing so hard he burst into flames* 


Chapter 56
Will & Apollo: 


Will: dad, how does it feel to have the awesomest child? 


Apollo: i dunno son, ask my father, Zeus. 


Will: yeah, auntie Artemis is pretty cool. 


Apollo: *chokes on his morning coffee* 


Artemis: *jumps from a nearby bush* CHOKE ON THAT! 


Percabeth Pranks
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Percabeth Percabeth2


Chapter End Notes


Cute comic I found on tumblr by liberté, égalité, anxiété. She has great art! Go check her out at https://windybirb.tumblr.com/


Percy & Jason Bromance
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
1
2
3


Chapter End Notes


Another cute comic I found! This one’s from nucleicacid’s tumblr! Check them out at https://www.tumblr.com/nucleicacid


Chapter 59
On Playing Dumb: 


Chiron: i know what you did 


Grover, whispering: play dumb 


Percy: sorry, i don’t speak horse 


Percy: wait 


Chapter 60
On Zeus, Percy, & Sass: 


Zeus: think you can answer some questions without the usual level of sarcasm? 


Percy: if you can ask questions without the usual level of stupid. 


Chapter 61
On Food & Battle: 


Annabeth: do you realize how much of your life revolves around food? 


Percy: do you realize how much of your life revolves around armed conflict? 


Chapter 62
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
On Love & Percy: 


Annabeth, trying to prove a point: so who here has, at any point in their lives, had a crush on Percy Jackson? 


Half the Camp: *raises hands* 


Nico: *hesitantly raises hand* 


Will: *raises hand* 


Nico: ????????????


Will: *whispering* dude, it’s Percy Jackson 


Chapter End Notes


I want to say thank you to all of you who have left comments and kudos on this fic! This is my first time posting on ao3 and it means a lot that people like my work! Love you all! Have a great day!


Chapter 63
On the Blame Game: 


Chiron: You three. Explain. 


Grover: it was Percy. 


Annabeth: it was Percy. 


Percy: it was Percy. 


Percy: 


Percy: crap 


Chapter 64
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
On Camp Halfblood: 


Clarisse: CAPTURE THE FLAG!!!


Hazel: what? 


Percy: that’s how we usually settle camp disputes. 


Percy: well, that and freestyle rap battles. 


Chapter End Notes


Shoutout to Writer2006! I love your comments!


Chapter 65
On Aesthetics: 


Nico: i can’t believe all these people are dressed in all black. All black was my thing, and now everyone’s doing it to be “cool”. 


Thalia, nodding: they’re all posers. 


Will: Nico, i quite honestly can’t stress this enough, but we are at a *funeral* 


Chapter 66
On Siblings: 


Leo: THE FLOOR IS LAVA! 


Nico: *helps Hazel onto the couch* 


Kayla: *kicks Will off the counter* 


Leo: as you can see, there are two types of siblings. 


Chapter 67
On Personalities: 


Percy: it must be nice, being rich and powerful instead of needing to develop a nice personality 


Zeus: shut up 


Percy: buy my silence 


Chapter 68
On Saving: 


Nico: if Smelly Gabe or Octavian were drowning in the River Styx… 


Nico: who’d you save? 


Percy: my energy. 


Chapter 69
On Plans:


Jason: going to plan B? 


Annabeth: technically, that would be plan G 


Leo: how many plans do we have? Is there, like, a plan M? 


Annabeth: yeah, Octavian dies in plan M 


Reyna: i like plan M 


Chapter 70
On Third-Wheeling: 


Leo: *talking to Percy* man, i felt like such a third wheel on my quest with Jason and Piper 


Percy: you have no idea how i felt on my quest with Frank and Hazel 


Percy: i mean everyone knew they liked each other 


Grover: 


Chapter 71
On Kissing: 


Annabeth: My boyfriend is too tall for me to kiss him on the lips. What should i do? 


Reyna: Punch him in the stomach. Then, when he doubles over in pain, kiss him. 


Piper: Tackle him. 


Rachel: Dump him. 


Hazel: Kick him in the shins. 


Percy: NO TO ALL OF THOSE! JUST ASK ME TO LEAN DOWN! 


#undressacharacter - Percy
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
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5
6
6
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Chapter End Notes


Cute comic #3 I got from percy-jackson-nut on tumblr! Find her artwork at https://www.tumblr.com/percy-jackson-nut


Genderbend!
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Genderbend!!!


Chapter End Notes


Some genderbend artwork I fell in love with!!! I absolutely love Leo in this! By vira13 on deviant art. They have amazing Harry Potter and Pjo art, find them at https://www.deviantart.com/viria13


Chapter 74
On States: 


Chiron: what state are you in? 


Percy: constant anxiety. 


Piper: denial. 


Leo: guilt. 


Jason: …New York? 


Chapter 75
On Black: 


Percy: *trying to get Nico to wear a camp t-shirt* 


Nico: leave me alone fish-breath 


Percy: but Nico… 


Nico: 


Percy: 


Percy: 


Percy: Orange is the New Black 


Nico: *attacks him* 


Chapter 76
On Watermelons: 


Leo: *eating a watermelon* 


Leo: guys, if there’s a watermelon, Percy should be one, i’ll be the firemelon, Jason can be the airmelon and Hazel can be the earthmelon. 


Everyone: 


Leo: THE ELEMELONS! 


Chapter 77
On Manliness: 


Percy: *trying to impress Annabeth with his manliness* 






Chapter 78
How I imagine Leo waking up: 


Leo


Chapter 79
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
On Flirting:


Percy: *flirting with Annabeth* 


Percy: ummm…YouFightGood


Chapter End Notes


Sorry for all the Mulan gifs, i rewatched it a few days ago and got a lot of ideas!


Fanarts of the Seven I love!!!
1


2
Extra
Another
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CHB
PJ1


PJ2
A1


A2
FZ1


FZ2


JG1


JG2


PM1


PM2


LV1
Lv2
HL1
HL2


TheSeven


Seven Half-Bloods Prophesy Gif I love
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
TheSevenProphecy


Chapter End Notes


Writer2006 commented that it’s from Ilyone C on youtube. Check out the video at https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=3aGBo9Ct9kM


Chapter 82
On Powers: 


Jason: so what are all of your powers? 


Percy: i can manipulate water. 


Nico: i can control the dead. 


Annabeth: i can make good life decisions. 


Jason: that’s not really-


Percy: no, trust us. she’s our most important member. 


Chapter 83
On Athena’s Cabin: 


Chiron: why is the entire Athena cabin camping outside? 


Annabeth: because the fresh air helps us think…? 


Chiron: 


Chiron: there’s a spider inside. 


The entirety of the Athena Cabin: Yes. 


Chapter 84
On Killing: 


Monster: i’m going to kill you! 


Percy: let me ask Annabeth 


Monster: it’s not a choice- 


Percy: she said no. 


Chapter 85
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
On Hades Parenting:


Jason & Percy: *bickering* IM DA BEST!! IM DA STRONGEST!! IM THE COOLEST! YOU WISH!!! NIIIIIICCOOOOO TELL US WHO’S BETTER!!! 


Nico: *shadow travels away frantically* AGHHHHH! 


Hades: what’s up with you? 


Nico: Percy and Jason are bringing me into their rants again! 


Hades: i see 


Nico: will they ever leave me alone, Dad? 


Hades: well- 


Zeus & Poseidon: *iris messages right in front of them* HAAAAAAAAAADDEEEESSSSS!!!!!~~ 


Hades, to Nico: *desperately whispering* no, Son. There is no escape. Just pain. 


Chapter End Notes


Sorry for the long wait, school’s been getting to me. Haven’t abandoned the story!!


Chapter 86
On Distractions:


Annabeth: we need to distract these monsters. 


Percy: *looks at Jason* 


Jason: *looks at Percy* 


Jason & Percy: *link hands* 


Annabeth: but we need to be- 


Jason & Percy: *tangoes towards the monsters* 


Chapter 87
With Solangelo #?:


Persephone: did you bring the sun boy 


Nico: what? 


Persephone: you know, that boy who makes you giggle all the time 


Baby Leo
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Leo


Chapter End Notes


By Alex13126 on fanpop.com


Chapter 89
On that Time of the Month:


Lily: *lays down on Remus’ lap on the sofa* 


Remus: what’s up? that time of the month? 


Lily: yeah 


Remus: don’t worry, me too, chocolate? 


James: WAIT, WHAT! 


Remus: 


Lily: 


James: WE GET PERIODS?!


Remus: no James, i’m a f@$^%#* werewolf-


Pjo Meme Drawings
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
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Chapter End Notes


Some of my fav art from livibis on tumblr. Check them out at https://www.tumblr.com/livibis


The 1900s Lindy Hop Kids
Nico&Hazel


Piper, Percy, & Jason
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
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4


5


There are two people who exist to systematically destroy Jason Grace: one of them uses inappropriate sexual gestures and well-timed winking, and the other is his girlfriend. 


Bonus


ps. they got his boob size wrong in the end


Chapter End Notes


By grace under pressure on tumblr at https://thecottonproject.tumblr.com/post/107675527913/there-are-two-people-who-exist-to-systematically


Wholesome Ghost King
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Nico


Chapter End Notes


By Daughter_of_Inklings on ifunny.co. Check them out at https://ifunny.co/user/Daughter_of_Inklings


Leo Valdez
Chapter Summary


I love Leo and I wanted to show all of this amazing artwork, so you guys get an update!!!


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
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Genderbend!!!
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And finally… 
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2


Chapter End Notes


1. https://www.tumblr.com/leatherbooks-and-inkwells/164454742287/being-percys-sister-and-dating-leo-would
2. https://br.pinterest.com/pin/817473769840024747/
3. https://www.pinterest.com/pin/572027590161693085/
4. https://www.pinterest.com/pin/467600373780930065/
5. https://www.pinterest.com/pin/711709547370785698/
6. https://www.quotev.com/story/12237056/Percy-Jackson-Rants-Opinions-and-Other-Stuff/89
7. https://her-world-on-fire.tumblr.com/post/185581732005/stargaze-leo-valdez-x-reader/amp
8. https://twitter.com/cursedbythegods/status/777474276832055296
9. https://www.pinterest.com/pin/455004368578191939/
10. https://www.pinterest.com/pin/428756826998402703/
11. https://www.wattpad.com/amp/854240106
12. https://corinnamariedrawsstuff.tumblr.com/post/614707867108425728/aka-leo-traumatizes-the-children-again-i-redid/amp


Reyna’s Romance Advice
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Reyna


Chapter End Notes


This hilarious artwork is by heroesofolympusandstuff on tumblr at https://www.tumblr.com/heroesofolympusandstuff/156175017931/kayadraws-i-had-so-much-fun-with-the


Solangelo Art
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Solangelo


SignificantOther


Cute


1
2


Handholding


Halloween


Glowinthedarkboyfriend


Chapter End Notes


From SOLANGELO tumblr! The page is full of cute drawings of Nico and Will, these are a few of my favorites! Check them out at https://solangelo.tumblr.com/tagged/fanart/page/9?ssp_iabi=1677880213561


Reyna & Nico
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Nico&Reyna


Chapter End Notes


By actualcyclops on tumblr!


Jason Comics
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
1
2
3
4
jason: he’s okay i guess, but — he won’t stop playing that game. legend of… zorro… zilda? i dunno! but it’s been THREE DAYS. 


1
2
percy: honestly, i thought she’d be more angry.
jason: gods, no. she knocked someone out, that was bad enough.
percy: uh-huh. jason, if someone threw a brick at tyson…
nico:  — or hazel…
jason: …point taken. 


Chapter End Notes


By Jason-Grace-answers on tumblr at https://jason-grace-answers.tumblr.com/?amp_see_more=1


Baby Jason & Thalia
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
1
2


Chapter End Notes


By minuiko on tumblr at https://minuiko.tumblr.com/post/65172378220/jason-and-thalia/amp


PJO-universe quotes
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
I love the Riordan-verse because it has quotes like these:


 


“If my life is going to mean anything, I have to live it myself.” - Sally Jackson


 


“But remember, boy, that a kind act can sometimes be as powerful as a sword.” - Dionysus, god of wine


 


“There is always a way out for those clever enough to find it.” - Athena, goddess of wisdom


 


“Even strength must bow to wisdom sometimes.” - Annabeth Chase


 


“People are more difficult to work with than machines. And when you break a person, he can’t be fixed.” - Hephaestus, god of the forges


 


“The real world is where the monsters are.” - Annabeth Chase


 


“Go on with what your heart tells you, or you will lose all.” - Annabeth Chase


 


“I figure the world is basically a machine. I don’t know who made it, if it was the Fates, or the gods, or the capital-G god or whatever. But it chugs along the way it’s supposed to most of the time. Sure, little pieces break off and stuff goes haywire once in a while, but mostly… things happen for a reason.” - Leo Valdez


 


"It takes strength and courage to admit the truth.” - Anubis, Egyptian god of death & funerals


 


“Does truth have a moral?” - Hermes, god of travelers


 


But also these???


 


“Sugar and caffeine. My willpower crumbled.” - Percy Jackson


 


“I love New York. You can pop out of the Underworld in Central Park, hail a taxi, head down Fifth Avenue with a giant hellhound loping behind you, and nobody even looks at you funny.” - Percy Jackson


 


“Survive first. Figure out crayon drawing of destiny later.” – Leo Valdez


 


“I try not to think. It interferes with being nuts.” – Leo Valdez


 


“Is it just me or is it raining cows?” - Grover


 


“With great power… comes a great need to take a nap. Wake me up later.” - Nico di Angelo


 


“You hit the Lord of the Titans in the eye with a blue plastic hairbrush” - Percy Jackson to Rachel Elizabeth Dare


 


“Hercules,huh? That guy was like the Starbucks of Ancient Greece. Everywhere you turn, there he is.” - Percy Jackson


 


“Ever had a flying burrito hit you? Well, it's a deadly projectile, right up there with cannonballs and grenades.” - Percy Jackson


 


“How did you die?"


"We er....drowned in a bathtub."


"All three of you?"


"It was a big bathtub.” - Grover to Charon


 


“God alert! It's the wine dude!” - Blackjack


 


“You Titans are about as bright as my gym socks!” - Percy Jackson


 


“Yay! Your brain works!” - Tyson 


Just?????


Chapter End Notes


Happy 100th chapter!! Love you all & have a wonderful day!


Nicknames
On Shorts: 


Percy: this is hazy, short for Hazel 


Percy: jace, short for Jason 


Percy: this is pipes, short for Piper 


Percy: and that’s Nico…he’s just short 


Nico: now listen hear you little shi- 


Nico’s Sister Problem
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Bianca
Hazel
Reyna


Chapter End Notes


By ambitions like ribbons on tumblr! Check them out at https://minuiko.tumblr.com/post/65044380289/nico-has-a-sister-problem/amp


Chapter 103
In Cabin 7:


Nico: *hanging out* 


Austin: *has music blaring as usual* 


Nico: what song is this? 


Austin: Eros and Apollo by Studio Killers. 


Nico: oh, so That A$$hole and the Father-In-Law. 


Will: 


Will: not that I’m complaining, but since when are we married? 


Nico: since you started matching my socks. 


Austin: *does the Office look* 


Chapter 104
On Fish & School: 


*during a sea-based battle on the Argo II, a fish got blasted out of the water and onto the deck* 


Percy, carefully putting it back in the water with the rest of its group: stay in school kid. 


Nico, facepalming: oh my god. 


Jason, absolutely cackling: I get it! 


Chapter 105
On Public Transport Limits: 


Chiron: so what are your new year goals? 


Grover: we have been banned from every major city’s public transportation system 


Annabeth: except london 


Percy: we don’t know what their limit is but we will fudging find it 


Thalía, Luke, & Annabeth
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Baby’sFirstSwear


Chapter End Notes


By lok zone only on tumblr! Check them out at https://silima.tumblr.com/?amp_see_more=1


Chapter 107
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
On Moana: 


Percy: I’ve been staring at the edge of the water long as I can remember 


Grover: stop 


Percy: never really knowing why 


Apollo: *does the background music with his instruments along with the rest of the Apollo cabin* 


Percy: I wish 


Annabeth: Percy, stop 


Percy: i can be the perfect daughter 


Percy: but I come back to the water no matter how hard I try 


- 


- 


Percy: SEE THE LINE WHERE THE SKY MEETS THE SEAIT CAAALLLLSS ME 


MoanaPJO


Dab


Chapter End Notes


The first drawing is by @oliszl on instagram! Find more art by them at https://www.instagram.com/oliszl/
Let me know if you know who the artist of the second drawing is!


Chapter 108
On Baby Will: 


Naomi: ok will, I’m going to teach you to play piano 


Will, age 5: it’s ok mommy. I can already play! 


Naomi: you must have gotten your father’s musical talent! 


Will: *screaming and smashing the piano keys* 


Apollo: *from Olympus, wiping away tears* that’s my boy! 


Chapter 109
On Capture the Flag:


Percy: * trying to get people excited for capture the flag* 


Percy: Grover! What are you doing? 


Grover: *squatting next to a squirrel* I’m giving him a peanut 


Percy: no, don’t do that right now 


Grover: look how happy he is 


Chapter 110
On Stabbing: 


Percy: he was injured. 


Nico: i wasn’t “injured” I was lightly stabbed. 


Will: I’m sorry what? you were STABBED! 


Nico: LIGHTLY stabbed 


Chapter 111
On the Argo II: 


Hazel: could you guys at least try to see this from my perspective? 


Percy: *crouches down* 


Jason: *kneels down* 


Frank: *sits on the floor* 


Hazel: 


Hazel: I hate all of you. 


Chapter 112
On Cabin Rules: 


*percy and annabeth about to enter the poseidon cabin* 


Hedge: *walks by* NO GIRL AND BOY ALONE TOGETHER IN A CABIN! 


Percy: dammit 


Annabeth: oh man… 


Nico: well isn’t that a shame 


Will: it sure is 


Nico: too bad people can’t find a place to express their love 


Will: a nice quiet place 


Nico: private 


Will: relatively soundproof 


Nico: too bad 


Will: yeah 


Nico: hey will, want to come over to my cabin and have a… Guy’s night? 


Will: sounds awesome, bro 


*walking away laughing hysterically*


Headcanon:
Every time any demigod from Camp Halfblood has to use a fake name they use the one Mr. D called them by 


Chapter 114
On Spite & Gods: 


Annabeth: the gods literally condemned you to die, how are you still alive? 


Percy: bold of you to assume that any god is stronger than my spite 


Chapter 115
On Fake Prostitutes: 


Piper, wearing a dress to go undercover: do I look convincing? 


Jason: 


Percy: what the heck? this is ALL wrong. ALL WRONG. 


Jason: no, Piper. go put back on your comfy pants and stuff, we’re choosing someone else 


Jason: Leo, YOU be the fake prostitute 


Leo: OMG YESSSSSSSSSS I’VE ALWAYS WANTED TO BE THE FAKE PROSTITUTE 


Chapter 116
On Speaking Up: 


Percy: my policy is: if you see something, say something 


Tyson: I saw a frog on the sidewalk today! 


Percy: outstanding. This is what I’m talking about people. 


Chapter 117
On Little Ears: 


Leo: *saying something dirty* 


Nico, covering Hazel’s ears: there are little ears here! 


Percy, covering Nico’s ears: yeah! 


Frank: *covers his own ears* 


Leo: 


Chapter 118
On Losing: 


Piper: is Annabeth always like this when she loses? 


Percy: oh yes. You should’ve been here for the Great Jenga Tantrum of 2008. 


Annabeth: YOU BUMPED THE TABLE AND YOU KNOW IT! 


Chapter 119
On Politeness & Bricks: 


Percy: how do you politely tell someone you want to hit them with a brick? 


Annabeth: one wishes to acquaint your facial features with a fundamental item used in building walls. Repeatedly. 


Percy: hey, Clarisse! 


Annabeth: 


Annabeth: pERCY NO— 


Chapter 120
On Dating: 


New Camper: Are you two dating? 


Piper, her head in Leo’s lap as he braids her hair: no, what would give you that idea? 


Chapter 121
Leo & Piper Brotp: 


Leo: *has a crazy idea for a prank or a stunt* 


Annabeth, Percy, Jason, Hazel, Frank: Piper this is ridiculous you have to charmspeak tell him no. 


Piper, who is already getting supplies and helping Leo with said crazy idea: me English no no 


Headcanon: CHBFHV
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
The Hephaestus cabin places some of their dad’s cameras all over camp so that when something ridiculous happens, the kids can actually look into the camera like they’re on the Office and at the end of the summer they add them all to a compilation video and play it for everyone. It’s the CHBFHV - Camp Halfblood’s Funniest Home Videos. 


Chapter End Notes


I want a fic where Leo adds them to the Argo II so CHB can watch the seven being ridiculous together after the war is over!


Chapter 123
On Speed-Talking: 


Chiron: listen up demigods, there’s a lot to say and we only have a minute. 


Percy: why are you in a hurry? 


Chiron: I’m not, but all of you have adhd and ridiculous short attention spans. 


Chapter 124
On Famous Demigods: 


Chiron: a lot of famous people were actually demigods; Amelia Earhart, George Washington, Harry Houdini… 


New Camper: is there anyone that I would currently know? 


Chiron: have you seen the True Crime Documentary on the kidnapping of Percy Jackson? 


New Camper: wait… are you talking about the kid who blew up the Gateway Arch???? 


Chiron, wiping away a single tear: we’re so proud. 


Chapter 125
On CHB & CJ: 


Camp Halfblood: ah yes, let’s make the kids little bead necklaces 


Camp Jupiter: LETS BURN TATTOOS INTO THE LITTLE MOTHERF#$%!S 


Chapter 126
On Atheism: 


Percy: I’ve decided I’m an atheist. 


Chiron: Percy, you are literally the son of a greek god. 


Percy: yeah, but I’m hoping if I act like they don’t exist they’ll leave me alone. 


Chapter 127
On Respecting the Gods: 


Chiron: Perseus, you cannot be childish with the gods. Your father deserves proper respects and you must pay them, lest you be killed for impudence. 


Percy: …fine. 


Mr. D: this should be good. 


Percy: i give this offering to my mother’s ex-boyfriend and the husband of my mighty stepmother, goddess and queen of the sea. I pay my respects to the god who caught the affections if the brilliant and amazing Sally Jackson who has been called the queen among women and the great Lady Amphitre. Please accept this grape. 


Chapter 128
On Respect:


Nico: ‘with all due respect’ is a wonderful term because it doesn’t actually specify how much respect is due. 


Percy: 


Nico: could be none. 


Chapter 129
On Bleeding: 


Nico: i wasn’t hurt that badly. The medic said that all my bleeding was internal, and that’s where the blood is supposed to be. 


Will: *muffled screaming* 


Chapter 130
On Cliff-Jumping:


Sally: ok, but if Annabeth jumped off a cliff, would you?? 


Percy: 


Annabeth: 


Thalia: well dam… 


Sally: Percy… 


Percy: 


Percy: you know, it’s a funny story, so basically— 


Chapter 131
On Issues: 


Rachel: you people have issues. 


Percy: well of course I have issues! 


Percy: *points at the sea* that’s my freakin’ father! 


Chapter 132
On Bites: 


Annabeth: if you bite it and you die, it’s poisonous. If it bites you and you die, it’s venomous. 


Percy: what if I bite it and it dies? 


Annabeth: that means you’re venomous. 


Nico: what if it bites itself and I die? 


Annabeth: …that’s voodoo. 


Piper: what if it bites me and someone else dies? 


Annabeth: that’s correlation, not causation 


Jason: what if we bite each other and neither of us die? 


Leo, from another room: that’s kinky 


Annabeth: oh my gods 


Chapter 133
On Hopes: 


Octavian: Jason grounded me for a whole month just because I came home late. 


Reyna: Well you deserved it. Getting everyone’s hopes up like that and then showing up again. 


Headcanon: Thalia & Percy
Thalia and Percy definitely have conversations by yelling at each other across the dining pavilion because they’re both alone at their tables. 


Chapter 135
On B!tches: 


Nico: does anyone want a tarot reading? 


Octavian: those are Mythomagic cards. 


Nico: you get Hera, which means you’re a b!tch. 


Chapter 136
On DNA: 


Thalia: I will never take a DNA test. What if I have no DNA? I’d be devastated. 


Thalia: I’m also worried it might prove I’m a tree. 


Headcanon: Muffins
When all of the demigods eventually get together and sit down for Annabeth and Percy to tell the story of Tartarus, Coach Hedge is the first one to speak after they finish:
“You two cupcakes are officially promoted to muffins. Congrats.” 


Chapter 138
On Running Into Death: 


Jason: does Percy always run headlong into certain death? 


Annabeth: sometimes he walks, sometimes he shuffles, periodically he ambles. 


Grover: I’m pretty sure I saw him trip into certain death once. 


Chapter 139
On Heroes: 


Gods: we’ve made him a hero. 


Hestia: *gesturing to Percy* you’ve ruined a perfectly good young man, is what you’ve done. Look at it. It’s got anxiety. 


Chapter 140
On Fighting: 


Percy: I’m not going to fight you! 


Zoe: why? Because I’m a woman!? 


Percy: no! Because you’re scary! 


Zoe: 


Zoe: Fair. 


Chapter 141
On Flying & Bad Ideas: 


Percy: so you can fly right? 


Jason, not sure where this is going: yeah… 


Percy: which means hypothetically you could backflip off the Empire State Building. 


Jason, eyes lighting up: Yeah-


Chiron, bursting through the door: NO 


Chapter 142
On Nails: 


Percy, to Jason: I’m borrowing your girlfriend for the day. We’re going skateboarding and getting our nails done. 


Jason: your nails? 


Piper: Percy insisted 


Percy: my cuticles need some work 


Chapter 143
On Heart Attacks: 


Percy & Annabeth: what do you say to death? Not today! 


Grover: you two give me heart attacks everyday I swear to the gods. 


Chapter 144
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
On Flooring It: 


*phone call between Nico & Leo* 


Nico, driving: I’m close, where are you? 


Leo: oh I see you 


Nico: are you standing in the middle of the road? 


Leo: yeah floor it 


Chapter End Notes


With Leo’s inner monologue in canon I could definitely see him doing this… though Nico would probably join him.


Chapter 145
On Halloween CHB Traditions:


Travis: Trick or bear? 


Jason: Bear? 


Connor: HE HAS CHOSEN THE BEAR! 


*distant roar and the sound of clanking chains* 


Chapter 146
On Kissing & Shoving: 


Clarisse: right now I don’t know if I want to kiss you or push you off a bridge 


Chris: can i choose? 


Clarisse: no 


Headcanon: Advice
As heads of the Hermes cabin, Travis and Connor give their sisters advice on how to kiss a boy. The advise goes like this: 


1. grab his waist 


2. slip your hand in his pocket 


3. steal his wallet 


4. don’t even kiss him 


5. just run 


Chapter 148
On Favorites: 


Chiron: We don’t play favorites. 


Dionysus: *wiping a framed picture of Nico and Will* We don’t? 


Dionysus


Chapter 149
On Titles: 


Leo: so, Lord Zeus, how’d you get that title anyway? 


Zeus: gave it to myself. A real man chooses his own name. 


Leo: well, pleased to meet you Lord Zeus. I’m Galactic President Superstar McAwesomeville. 


Vine References
Headcanon: Chiron doesn’t know the campers are referencing vines but seems to understand them.


 


Percy, at the ocean: f#%! off


Chiron: ah yes, reasonable, considering all the stress he’s under. At least he has an outlet.


 


Nico: i don’t have enough money for a chicken nugget.


Chiron: he is a young boy with access to only Greek money. I will see if we can have chicken nuggets for dinner tomorrow.


 


Leo: road work ahead? Yeah I sure hope it does.


Chiron: it’s so refreshing to see campers so invested in the basic infrastructure of camp and Long Island.


 


Clarisse: what’s up my name is Clarisse, I’m 19 and I never f#%$*!’ learned to read.


Chiron: that’s a shame Miss La Rue. I could provide additional tutoring to help you master such a life skill.


 


Piper: hi, my name is Piper Mclean and I’m your freestyle dance teacher.


Chiron: Piper if you wanted to start an extracurricular exercise class, then you only had to ask so I could put it on the schedule. Now nobody has turned up.


 


*during an intense sparring match between Jason and Percy*


Kyla:


Chiron: you know that I have prohibited snacking between meal times. I could change tomorrow’s breakfast menu to include waffles, is that a compromise?


 


*after said sparring match*


Will, gesturing towards the loser(probably jason): he needs some milk.


Chiron: well I though ambrosia would be more effective but I suppose you are a better medic than me.


 


Connor: hey, today my brother pushed me so I’m starting a kickstarter to put him down. Benefits of killing him are I would get pushed way less-


Chiron: now I get why you’re angry but killing Travis is not the solution.


 


Leo: F#%! YA CHICKEN STRIPS!


Chiron: please do NOT participate in such actions!


Siblings
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
PjoSiblings


Chapter End Notes


These amazing drawings were done by christynus on Pinterest! I can’t find the original link but I found it here: https://pin.it/74W0wyK


Good Morning
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
GoodMorning


Chapter End Notes


Hilarious comic by rick_riordan_trash_2020 on ifunny.co. Check them out at https://ifunny.co/user/Rick_riordan_trash_2020


Chapter 153
On Hair Pullers & Gaia: 


Annabeth: If you want to take Camp Halfblood, you’ll have to go through me. 


Piper: And me. 


Gaia: Is this a joke? I will not be threatened by two little girls. 


Piper: You don’t want to mess with us. 


Annabeth: She’s a hair puller. 


Piper: I’m a hair puller. 


Chiron: And you’re not just dealing with them. 


Percy: You’re dealing with all of us. 


Mr. D: Except me. 


Percy: Except Mr. D. 


Mr. D: I don’t care what happens. 


Chapter 154
On the System: 


Leo: would you shoot your best friend in the leg for 10 million dollars? 


Piper: you shoot me, and then when my leg gets better, we buy a huge house and a few range rovers. 


Leo: you can shoot me too, then we’ll have 20 million. 


Piper: good thinking, f*** the system. 


Chapter 155
On Having Children: 


Reyna: Jason and I are having a baby. 


Nico: that’s great- 


Jason, slamming paperwork on the table: it’s you. Sign here. 


Percy, from the other room: make me godfather! 


Piper No Swipey!
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
PiperBMW


Chapter End Notes


By Hello Sweetie on tumblr! Check them out at https://czarryy.tumblr.com/post/94160658528/i-dont-know-if-someone-already-thought-of-this


Viva La Pluto
Pluto


Headcanon: Moana
Headcanon: 


Annabeth regretted letting the boys watch Moana after Maui’s song. They would non-stopping the part ‘I know it’s a lot, the hair, the bod. When you’re staring at a demigod’. 


Chapter 159
On Hermes Cabin: 


Percy: So what’s the best part of being in the Hermes cabin? 


Connor: you’re never lonely. I mean seriously, new kids are always coming in. So you always have someone to talk to. 


Travis: or prank. 


Connor: or pickpocket. One big happy family. 


Th Smooth Seven
Smooth Seven: The Boys


Percy: sees Annabeth for the first time and fainted 


Jason: watches Piper get claimed then yells how hot she is to the whole camp 


Frank: constantly stutters with her even though it’s obvious that they both like each other 


Leo: waits for her to stop yelling, fixes her table, and then calls her sunshine and other annoying nicknames 


Headcanon: The Hedge Talk
Headcanon: 


The only reason Will survived the overprotective parent talk that Coach Hedge screamed his way through (while waving a baseball bat) when he started dating Nico was because Mellie kept an arm on her husband’s shoulder and politely reminded him that “this is the boy that delivered our child dear, please don’t kill him, we might need him again.” 


Will’s not sure which was worse. 


Percy “F****** Rich People” Jackson
RichPeople


Chapter 163
On Bridges: 


Frank: that bridge has survived the Titan War and 97 years of weather. 


Leo: it won’t survive me. 


Leo YES
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Leo


Chapter End Notes


Let me know if you know the artist!! This is really cute but I don’t know who to credit.


Headcanon: Percy & Leo
Headcanon: 


Leo Valdez is that one kid that says crap like “stretching isn’t enough, i want to disassemble my body” and Percy is the one that goes “oh my gods like legos”


and honestly i think that says enough about their friendship. 
~ ravenexy on tumblr 


Chapter 166
On Raising Wolves: 


Jason: *bites someone who grabbed him during capture the flag*


Piper: what the fuck, were you raised by wolves?


Jason: …yes


Leo: oh gods please tell me you’re joking


Frank: no, he’s serious- you have to prove your strength at the Wolf House before they let you into Camp Jupiter


Jason: yeah i was left there when i was two


Frank, who went at sixteen: you were WHAT


Demigod Tweets
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Girls


Sims


Hyperfixation


AmongUsMcDonalds


Nico


Stabbed


Beans


LLLnope


Major


Furby


Meh


FishMap


Screenshot


Lies


Gods 


Pardon
Dieded


Feelings


???


LaserPen


ShutUp


Random


Nope


SoapDoves


Weird


Beginner


Or?


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Puppies


Blood


Cancel


Evil


FarmAnimal


Stupid


Ideas


No


Princess
Evil2


Revenge


Soups
Swords


Bone


EvilEmotions


Outside


CommonSense


Disease


PickingBattles


Gummies


TacoBell


Chapter End Notes


1st half by nicodiangelo-we-stan on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/nicodiangelo-we-stan


2nd half by ladynicte on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/ladynicte


Scary Movie Nights
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
MovieNight


Chapter End Notes


By piedpip3rrr on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/piedpip3rrr


Chapter 169
On Butterflies: 


Will: I'm scared to ask him out! I get butterflies everytime I think about it.


Piper: It's alright, it's normal to be nervous. You don't have to do anything you're not ready for.


*meanwhile in the hades cabin*


Nico: Aaaaaaaah he makes me so nervous! I feel butterflies in my stomach when I think about him......


Hazel: *sick of his pining* Digest them niccolo.


Chapter 170
On SHOPPING CARTS: 


*Will and Nico are shopping* 


Will: Nico go get the buggy


Nico, very confused: They still make those?


Will: Um, yes...


Nico: But we have cars and buggies have been out of fashion for like a hundred years


Will: 


Will: I meant shopping cart


Nico: Then why didn't you say shopping cart?


Will: 'Cause it's called a buggy


Nico: I have never heard anyone call it a buggy.


Will: That's because you speak Yankee English.


Nico: You're just messing with me


Will: LEO! Help me!


Leo: Hey Will what do you need?


Will: Is it a shopping cart or a buggy?


Leo: A buggy


Will: See it's a buggy I spoke clearly


Nico: Are you sure you aren't pranking me?


Will: Ask literally any Southern demigod


Nico: Okay Annabeth is it a shopping cart or a buggy?


Annabeth: Shopping cart


Will: WHAT NO


Nico: You ARE pranking me!


Wil: I THOUGHT YOU WERE FROM VIRGINIA


Annabeth: I am it's a shopping cart


Will: You've spent too much time around Percy I'm going to have to Southernize you


Annabeth: Percy, is it a shopping cart or a buggy?


Percy, only hearing the last word: Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh stroller


Annabeth, Will, Nico, and Leo: !?!?!?!?


Annabeth: Seaweed Brain did you hear what I said?


Percy: Yes


Annabeth: No you didn't. Is it a shopping cart or a buggy?


Percy: Oh a shopping cart


Will: Good he's not insane


Percy: You could put your groceries in a stroller tho


Leo: I am totally doing that next time I go to the store


Headcanon: Son of Lupa
Headcanon: 


Jason call himself "son of lupa" when he's in a battle and feel confident. The memory that he is part of Lupa's pack is more important and impactful for him than being a son of Jupiter.


In those moments, there's a twinkle in his eyes. A victorious smile, the aura of a wolf ready to devour anyone's throat with he's teeth.


But it's also his sweeter side. Protective, faithful, affectionate. He is Lupa's son when he fights, When he protects Leo and Piper with claws and teeth, when he trains with Reyna, when he takes care of Nico, when he pulls Percy and Frank into a sleeping pile, When he leans against Annabeth as they talk about battlefield strategy, when he snuggles and protects Hazel during nightmares. It's his wolf side, his essence. 


He introduces himself as "the son of Jupiter" at camp. It's empty and stressful, just like he sees being the king's son. 


Headcanon: YouTube Channels
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
What kind of youtube channel PJO characters would have!!
percy jackson - even for the purpose of this post i can’t imagine him having a youtube i’m so sorry he’s the most anti-social media kid ever


annabeth chase - book reviews, book recs, book analysis. do i even need to explain why.


jason grace - this doof posts study content, but whenever he’s in other videos he’s so unhinged that his subscribers are a little concerned for him and are convinced his youtube personality is a front


leo valdez - he sets shit on fire. you know those videos where they boil iphones? that’s him


hazel levesque - asmr!!!!!! crystals!!!!!!!!! auras!!!! tarot readings and shit!!!!!


frank zhang - also asmr but its the no face no voice kind. none of his viewers know what he looks like. people thirst over his hands anyway


piper mclean - y’all are expecting me to say beauty content. BUT!! she posts movie reactions. everyone asks for her skincare routine and hair routine in every video, so she gets her beauty influencing done that way <3 (if you guys watch trin lovell, piper would make content similar to her)


will solace - farm content. don’t ask me what that means, i don’t know. he just makes content about farms.


Chapter End Notes


By ethannku on tumblr


Chapter 173
On Doctors: 


*Nico and Will in a argument*


Will : i have work to do we'll finish this later


Nico , rolling his eyes : fine


*later that day*


Chiron , giving one of his speeches before dinner: And don't forget to eat healthy, an apple a day keeps all doctors away


Nico , still pissed at will: *going to grab an apple*


Will : don't u dare Di Angelo 


Headcanon: Percabeth
Headcanon: 


The mfs on the argo ii were definitely SICK of percy and annabeth. after months of not seeing one another, they could not keep their hands off the other. if annabeth was in the middle of a conversation w someone and percy entered the room, almost immediately his arm was around her waist. they sat next to each other at every meal and held hands over the table and played footsies under it. leo has been victim to percy mistaking his leg for annabeths and rubbing up his shin more than once. if you were looking for one of them, you were looking for both of them. walking up to the deck of the ship to see them making out against the railing. i just know they were Tired.


AU: Power Swap
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
AU: 


PowerSwap1
PowerSwap2
PowerSwap3
AU


Chapter End Notes


Complete god swap designs and au notes by piedpip3rrr on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/piedpip3rrr


Headcanon: Menstruation
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Headcanon: 


i was thinking about that taboo around menstruation and how fucking sick i am of it here u have headcanons of the chb boys actively trying to make it easier for the girls when they're on their period bc lmfao who the fuck is gonna stop me


the apollo cabin always gives free pads and tampons to whoever needs them. no matter the day. no matter the hour
percy recalls sally once told him exercise and movement helps w cramps, so whenever annabeth's on her period and they go to swim in the ocean, he makes calm waves just trying to soothe the pain
when piper's on her period leo makes a cup of infusion tea for her he learnt from his momma
thalia rarely visits camp but jason still keeps a kit of pads and tampons for her in their cabin's bathroom, just in case
will asked lou ellen from the hecate cabin to teach him some herbal infusions for his patients' and sisters' period cramps
he came back w plenty recipes of infusions after spending evenings w her
hazel, being freshly out from the 40's, was horrified when she first got hers
she woke up in a stain of blood on her pajamas and sheets in the middle of the night
nico got woken up by the muffled sound of his sis crying while aggressively cleaning her sheets
"...hazel?" "gods, nico! u scared me!" "why are u crying?"
when he tried to get close she rapidly covered the spot on the sheet w a pillow, and what was going on dawned on him
nico knocked on to the apollo cabin's door at 2am
a sleepy will opens up
"she got hers?" "yeah" "let me get u some"
nico comes back to cabin 13 w a little kit of pads w cute lilac flower design in his hands
he calmly got closer to her, hugged her and kissed her forehead
"i'm so sorry" "you've got nothing to be sorry about"
the next morning annabeth and piper calmly explained everything to her. warm hugs and cheek kisses included
no more disgust, no more discomfort, no more shame
the first time nico finally saw a pack of pads unapologetically just existing on hazel's night stand, he smiled
and left a little chocolate bar on her pillow
percy still bickers w clarisse. a lot
still that never stopped him from lending her a sweater to cover the back of her stained jeans when she needed it
leo knows piper has a irregular cycle so he always carries a bunch of tampons for piper in his bag whenever they go on long quests
"fuck i need a tampon" "got'cha"
grover learned to sew and started to make reusable pads
he made a pair for annabeth w little dagger designs on them
and then left a bunch in the apollo cabin, so there's a lovely bunch of handmade washable pads in the period kit for anyone to claim
bonus


percy often went to the store to get sally pads when he was younger
and also used to sterilize menstrual cups in the kitchen
so when estelle reached puberty boy already knew what to do
Chapter End Notes


Post by thaliasthunder on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/thaliasthunder


Chapter 177
On the Argo II Crew __ in __ jokes: 


percy: putting the sexy in dyslexic


annabeth: putting the laughter in manslaughter


jason: putting the bro in broken


piper: putting the hot in psychotic


leo: putting the gag in mortgage


hazel: putting the cute in execute


frank: putting the meow in homeowner


nico: putting the fun in funeral


reyna: putting the pimp in pimple


will: putting the spit in hospitality


Started Reading Heroes of Olympus…
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Trio2


Chapter End Notes


By cooku33 on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/cooku33


Found Family Shows
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
 


 


 


 


FoundFam


Butthole


BrainCell


KillerCinnamonRoll


SassyPain


PlantLives


SmartBisexual


Bimbo


Chapter End Notes


By simpingforpjo on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/simpingforpjo


Percy Jackson Social Media
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Annie
Percy
Gem
Praetor2
Piper
Arsonist
Brick
G-man
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Chiron Oof


Chapter End Notes


By litcrazh on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/litcrazh


Leo Humor
Leo: 


Humor


Chapter 182
On Light:


Jason: it’s dark in here


Leo: don’t worry did I got this 


Leo: *stomps his feet*


Leo: *sketchers light up*


Chapter 183
On Everyone:


Chiron: Where is everyone?


Frank, remembering that Leo got his head stuck in a tuba after Jason told him to leave it alone, and that he’s suppose to cover for Annabeth and Hazel as they work together to get Leo’s head unstuck while Percy and Piper are playing instruments to annoy Leo even more: ……… Who’s everyone?


Lost Trio Aesthetic
The lost trio aesthetic is those blurry pictures on pinterest of friends doing random shit at night, you know the ones. 


ConeheadPole????Cart 


Chapter 185
Literally Piper: 


Piper: BEHOLD, the field in which I grow my fucks! Lay thine eyes upon it, thou shalt see that it is barren!


Chapter 186
On Flirting: 


*pre-solangelo*


Will: how many languages do you even know, death boy?


Nico: like......12?


Will: whoaaaaa


Will: your brain must be so wrinkly


Kayla: *hiding behind a pillar and watching* Flirting 101 with William Andrew Solace


Curly Hair Squad
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Curls


Chapter End Notes


By wondertrails on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/wondertrails


Chapter 188
If demigods could use phones:
Annabeth having a tumblr with thousands of followers she loves to post history stuff on.


Hazel would have a phone but pretty much only text Reyna & Frank because she doesn’t really know how it works and doesn’t want to ask anyone.


Frank would some sort of channel with just different animals in every video and never showing his face. All the comments are like “where’d he get this alpaca” “wait he has a bear now.” “Wtf who is this dude😭” with voiceovers explaining them.


Percy would have an Instagram where he would post the most random shit ever. One day “Hey I’m in Rome!” with a pic of him and annabeth and the next “lol got wrecked” and it’s them in Tartarus and he has absolutely no filter. Chiron constantly telling him in the comments to shush up.


Leo just being Leo and making prank videos with calypso on every single platform.


Piper would make Pinterest boards of her and Jason and modern houses but have a whole other account for her heritage and sexuality boards. She didn’t tell anyone abt them for a while after Jason died. She’d also just be famous and the only verified one on tiktok cause of her dad and would post random videos that would blow up.


Jason would have 18 billion burner accounts he followed all his friends on but never really interacted with. People would accuse Percy of buying followers but he’d be like “lol no that’s just all my friend Jason.”


Nico just being goth and blowing up in general. Will spam liking all of his videos 😭. Nico not gaf and just posting “lmao with my bf’s dad apollo” one day and the internet breaks.


Thalia being a badass and having a shared account with Reyna where they post Hunter and wilderness guide stuff and make Pinterest boards about their adventures.


Rachel would be a huge activist let’s be honest.


~goldrushenthusiast on tumblr 


HoO Chart
…


Grace
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
1


2


3


4


Chapter End Notes


By ilyone on tumblr @ https://ilyone.tumblr.com/post/82573486380/minuiko-i-wanted-to-fit-khiones-quote-in-there/amp


X-mas Wish Lists
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Christmas


Chapter End Notes


By percy-jackson-remembers-her on tumblr @ https://www.tumblr.com/percy-jackson-remembers-her


Chapter 192
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Kids


Chapter End Notes
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Summary


Sabine has always had a soft spot for Ezra, since the very first night he was on the Ghost and she saw him looking forlorn and lost. It takes time and maturity, but eventually they become friends. Best friends, even. Could it…possibly…become something more…? Sabine is not sure she wants that. But Ezra does. He always has. And slowly he will work his way into her heart so that it’s inevitable: she can’t help but fall for him.


**ON HOLD 10/12/20**


Notes


OKAAAAAY, SOOOOO. One of my dreams is for there to be a Friends to Lovers fic that spans the entire show from the beginning and culminates in them getting together. I wanted to write a slow burn. I finished up a oneshot I had a ton of fun writing, about them doing surveillance together in S2. I remembered I had a bunch of ideas for oneshots that I would probably never got around to writing.


I realized I could combine them all into one fic.


So here you go: a long, multichip slow burn with literally ten ideas in one (so that’s ten chapters right there). Also going to have more KANERA. The ideas that were originally oneshots I’ll title. While this is linear, it’s not going to follow an overarching plot for now. Just want to get all those oneshots in and show their relationship evolving! I loooove. ❤


Not planning on the rating going up, but then, “Just This Night” was just supposed to be a sweet fluffy bedsharing fic with a kiss and my only Sabezra fic so 🤷. (@aluckydenvermint, don’t you DARE.)


See the end of the work for more notes
The First Night
Chapter Summary


Ezra’s first night on the Ghost.


Chapter Notes


Well let's get going, then...


See the end of the chapter for more notes
Put your lips close to mine
As long as they don't touch
Out of focus, eye to eye
'Til the gravity's too much
And I'll do anything you say
If you say it with your hands
And I'd be smart to walk away
But you're quicksand


I can't decide if it's a choice
Getting swept away
I hear the sound of my own voice
Asking you to stay
And all we are is skin and bone
Trained to get along
Forever going with the flow
But you're friction


This slope is treacherous
This path is reckless
This slope is treacherous
I, I, I like it


            ~“Treacherous,” Taylor Swift


 


 


 


-Sabine-


 


She found him holed up in an engine compartment with a flat pillow, old blanket, and his pockets stuffed with rations. It had somehow become her job to hunt him down after he’d disappeared when everyone else had turned in for the night.


“He’s lost and scared,” Hera had said. “He needs a friend.”


“That is not me,” Sabine argued. “I’m not going to be the buddy to some baby street-rat. Besides, he…” She paused and wrinkled her nose. “I think he has a crush on me.”


Hera had smiled. “That’s cute.”


“It is not cute.”


“Come on, Sabine. Look at you! Of course he does.”


“You know, she has a point,” Zeb put in. “I saw the way he looked at her. I literally had to haul him away.”


“It’s not cute,” Kanan said with side-eye at Hera, “and it’s beside the point. Sabine, you’re going.”


She’d growled, but she’d also known there was no way she was going to win this one. “Fine,” she’d snarled, and turned away to go search for him.


Cocking her hips and putting her hands on them as she looked at him from the hatch to the engine bay, she said, “Your bunk didn’t work for you?”


Ezra started and looked up at her, guilt on his face. “Oh. Hi. I, um…”


“Was stealing all our rations.” Walking up to him, she bent and scooped up the ones falling out of his pockets. “We’re going to feed you, kid. You’re safe now. It’s okay.”


He didn’t look like he believed that. Sabine crouched down next to him.


“Pretty impressive you stuffed yourself in there,” she said, and motioned as if she were talking to a young pet. “Come on out, now.”


Ezra unfolded himself from the compartment and stood up, dragging his pillow and blanket along with him. A couple more ration packets fell out of his pockets and slapped against the ground. As he stared up at her, she saw too much sadness in his big eyes, too much loneliness. He was lost, and he was scared.


“All I’ve ever known is the street,” he said. “At least, for a while now. I don’t know how to do this.”


Sabine shrugged. “It’s not hard. Take a breath, blow it out, keep going.” He frowned briefly, but she wasn’t about to apologize. He was fourteen, street-wise, probably hardened more than he thought. Who knew what all he’d had to do to survive, or what he’d seen in Capital City’s back alleys and seedy areas? She wasn’t going to handle him like her five-year-old cousin back on Krownest.


But she also wasn’t going to be cruel. That wasn’t her.


“You want a tour or something?” she asked. “And do you need a blaster?”


“No, I’ve got this.” He motioned to the device on his left forearm. Sabine scoffed.


“That thing?”


“It’s an energy slingshot.”


“I know what it is, and it’s stupid.”


“It’s saved me before,” he argued defensively.


She patted him on the shoulder. “That’s cute. You need a real blaster, kid.” Turning around, happy that at least she’d gotten the conversation onto a sensible track, she started to leave the engine room. He followed, and she asked over her shoulder, “You know how to shoot?”


“Yeah, sort of.”


“We can practice.”


“With you?” Sabine scowled; he sounded far too hopeful. “Uh, yeah, okay, that would be really great, I bet you’re really good – ”


“First rule,” she cut in, whipping around at the hatchway and barring his way with her arm stuck across it, “is no talking more than strictly necessary.”


“Uh, okay, but I have a question – ”


“No questions.”


She turned back around and continued toward the weapons lockers. When they got there, she opened the blaster case and selected one for him, along with a beat-up holster.


“Here,” she said, shoving them at him. He looked at them for a moment before taking them in his own hands.


“Thanks,” he murmured.


“No problem. We want you armed.” When he didn’t say anything, she added, “You good? Can we all go to bed now?”


Ezra nodded. “Yeah, sure. Thanks.”


“Like I said, you need to be armed.”


“No, not for that. I mean thanks for being nice and helping me.”


Uncomfortable with that sentiment, she snorted. “We help people out. That’s what we do.” She walked past him to leave –


“How did you join the crew?” he asked. Anger flared up inside her, along with a whole host of bad memories.


“That,” she said quietly, “is a story for another time.”


Chapter End Notes


I know this is short. Like I said, almost all these ideas were oneshots. Bear with me. Next chapter is them painting the stolen TIE for callioope (check her out for INCREDIBLE writing. Seriously. INCREDIBLE. So much talent there.), then "Surveillance," a longer oneshot about them being sent out together on a surveillance mission in S2 and bonding.


TIE-Dye
Chapter Summary


Ezra and Sabine paint the stolen TIE fighter.


Chapter Notes


For @callioope 😊 This got waaaay more feelsy than I meant.


-Sabine-


 


A fyrnock, Sabine decided, was not a necessary subject to put to canvas. She’d been debating it in her head as she painted Zeb and Ezra’s stolen TIE fighter over the last day, then finally concluded that no, it wouldn’t look good, and also, she really didn’t need to commit them to a physical surface. Her memory was enough.


“When are you going to let me come with you?” Ezra whined the morning after the fyrnock incident. “You wouldn’t even know about the TIE if not for me.”


“Yeah, because you can’t keep your mouth shut,” Sabine replied as she loaded up her knapsack with supplies. “I work best alone.”


“I know that, but come on. The TIE belongs to me and Zeb. It’s only fair you let me play with it, too.”


Sabine scowled. “I’m not playing with it.”


“You know what I mean.”


“No.”


“Sabiiiiine.”


She growled. “Fine. But keep your hands to yourself. No touching my gear.”


---


“Whoa!” Ezra said in amazement as he looked up at the half-painted fighter. “How much time have you been spending on this?”


“Enough,” she said curtly, kneeling down to get her paint guns out. “Helps me think. I need to get away sometimes.”


“All the time.”


“If you’re going to add in commentary, you can leave,” she returned acidly.


“I’ll be good.”


“Right,” she muttered. Standing, she tossed him one of the guns. “You can start with cleaning out my gun. It’s jammed.”


“Uh, okay. Sure. How do I fix it?”


Sabine shrugged, even though she knew exactly how. “You’re smart. Figure it out.”


Ezra glared for a moment, but didn’t say anything. Instead, he plunked down on a rock and started examining the gun. Sabine turned her attention to the section she was working on, priming her gun with a few experimental sprays as she did.


She worked in silence for a few minutes, Ezra fiddling with the jammed gun behind her. Eventually she heard the hiss of the spray mechanism, and put her hand out for it. He dropped it in her palm, then stepped back and allowed her to work. It took her a good five minutes before she realized he wasn’t saying anything. Nothing stupid or flirtatious or irritating. She glanced over her shoulder to find him reclining back on the rock, knee up, a sketchbook propped against his leg. With a frown, she asked,


“What are you doing?”


“Drawing,” he replied.


Her gun lowered. “You draw?” She’d seen the bag he was carrying when they left the Ghost for the TIE, but she’d assumed it just had food in it.


“Yeah,” Ezra said. “Not like you, but…yeah, I do. To pass the time. I kept a journal back when I was on my own.”


“Oh.” Something swirled through Sabine that she didn’t quite like. A fondness. An understanding. “Can I see?”


“Sure.”


Sabine walked over to him, and Ezra held the book out to her. As she took it in both hands, aware that she was seeing a very private part of him right now, she noticed the smudges on his skin from the short, thin charcoal pencil he was using. In his other hand he had a kneaded eraser that looked well-worn and badly in need of a replacement. She studied the drawing, sensing his eyes on her. He wanted her approval, she was sure of it.


“Is that you?” she asked, pointing to the seated figure in the distance.


Ezra nodded. “And Capital City. The market. My tower’s there.” He tapped the page.


In the drawing, people congregated in one of the plazas near the market. They looked happy, and there was no sign of the Empire anywhere. On the other side of the page, away from the market, stood Sabine and the rest of the Ghost crew, close together. But…Ezra wasn’t with them. He was far away.


“Why aren’t you with us?” she asked, but she knew the answer.


“It’s…I have this…thing,” he said slowly, rubbing the back of his neck – a habit she’d noticed early on. He was nervous. Unsure. “I mean, not a thing, but… People always leave, you know?”


Sabine did know. Her hands tightened on the drawing, and stinging emotion pressed against the backs of her eyes. He was too young for this.


“Not always,” she replied quietly. “Our crew doesn’t leave anybody.” She looked over at him, to see him staring intently at her. Not in the uncomfortable way he usually did, with his burning infatuation, but with open eyes, listening to what she had to say. Receptive to it. Sabine quickly looked away and handed the sketchbook back. “It’s good,” she added.


“Thanks.”


“Your supplies aren’t.”


“It was all I could afford.”


A pang hit her chest. She knew that, of course, but she was just trying to joke with him, rag on him, get things back to normal. Not make him feel worse.


“Well, you should’ve stolen better stuff,” she said with a smile, putting her hands on her hips. “I bet you could’ve lifted – ”


“I didn’t steal it.”


Her voice died. Ezra’s head was bowed over the drawing, his pencil and eraser clutched in his left hand.


“Oh,” she said. This was too much. Too much. She cleared her throat and waved at the TIE. “Hey, I’ve got a section over here I think you’d like doing. It’s orange.”


That got him to smile, and he met her eyes again. “You’d really let me paint it?”


Sabine shrugged and smiled back. “Sure. As long as you do what I say and don’t argue.”


Ezra set the book and supplies down on the rock and hopped off. “Count me in.”


Surveillance, Pt. 1
Chapter Summary


Hera sends Sabine and Ezra out on surveillance. Ezra doesn’t wanna do it. Sabine needs him to just stop. Feels happen.


Chapter Notes


Part 1 of 2. Set in season 2. Made up the planets. This was SUPER fun to write. I don’t ever write them pre-S3 before they really grow up, so this was a lot of fun. Hope you enjoy!!


Also, y’all: KANERAAAA. FLUFFY.


Chapters will start getting longer after this. I split it up into two parts because I added Kanera to it.


-Sabine-


 


“Surveillance?” Ezra groaned petulantly as only he could do, crossing his arms and slumping down in the booth behind the dejarik table. “Her-a.”


Hera put her fists on her hips and frowned. “You’ll notice Sabine’s not complaining.”


“Of course not.” Ezra motioned to her. “She gets to use cool gear.”


With a frown, Sabine smacked him upside the head, as she so often did. “It’s that I’m more mature than you.”


“If this goes well and we get the intel we need from the governor,” Hera continued, frowning extra hard when Ezra shoved Sabine under the table, “then we might even send you in undercover.”


Ezra rolled his eyes. “That’s even worse,” he muttered.


Sabine poked him hard in the side. “Stop being such a baby.”


Shaking her head, Hera turned around. “Children, you’re raising my blood pressure. Gear up and get going.”


---


-Hera-


 


The cockpit doors swished open, and Kanan looked over his shoulder at Hera with a smirk. “I see what you did there,” he said. Hera returned the smile.


“Whatever do you mean?” she asked coyly.


“Sending the kids out on a long, overnight surveillance mission while Zeb and Chopper are elsewhere.”


Hera dropped into the pilot’s seat and crossed her legs. “We needed to check up on Ertis’s governor. Erdis has an underground rebel presence and we needed to refill our supplies.”


“What moron,” Kanan said as he stood, “named the planets so that they sound exactly the same?”


“I have no idea.”


Putting his hand out to her, Kanan pulled her up from her seat. He twirled her under his arm once, then pulled her close. “Well,” he murmured, “it would seem we have the whole ship to ourselves.”


“Do we now?” Hera said, resting her hands on his shoulders as his settled on her waist. “I had no idea.”


With a smile, Kanan leaned in and kissed her. Hera brought her hands up to cup his face, and then she said, “We should probably make the most of it.”


---


“Stop crowding me.”


“You stop crowding me.”


“You’re in my space.”


“You take up too much space.”


“It’s my space.”


With a final shove, Sabine ejected Ezra from the front of the Phantom, and he sulked back to the passenger area and put down one of the seats. “This one tilts down. Zeb must have sat in it.”


Sabine ignored him and focused on their landing coordinates. Ezra was mostly quiet behind her, though he occasionally shuffled his feet, muttered incomplete sentences to himself (“Where is my…?” “Did I check my…?”), and sighed laboriously.


“Oh, calm down, you big baby,” Sabine finally snapped after ten minutes of this. “We’ll be there in a sec.”


Ezra stood from his seat –


“I didn’t say you could get up yet. You should strap in for landing.”


“Please, safety procedures – ”


Sabine jerked the ship hard to the left, causing him to lose his footing and fly into the floor.


“Ow!” he cried. “You did that on purpose!”


“Yes, I did,” she said. “Now did you learn your lesson?”


Ezra growled and rubbed the side of his face, red from where he’d hit the metal.


Sabine landed smoothly and folded up the wings of the Phantom. Their coordinates took them to the base of a heavily forested, high cliff. Sabine double-checked the gear in her pack before hoisting it up onto her back.


“Grab yours and let’s go,” she said. “It’ll be full night soon.”


They’d landed during twilight, and they only had an hour to ascend the cliff and find a spot before it got completely dark. They moved in silence, the world darkening around them as they walked. The weather was cool, the air breezy. Three moons shined above, the middle one hanging low and heavy in the sky. It gave them enough light to see by, but way up here on the cliff, with the forest looming dark and impenetrable behind them, the light was dim at best.


Sabine and Ezra began setting up without a word, already used to working together even though it had been just a year since Ezra had joined the crew. Satisfied with her part, Sabine sat down cross-legged and picked up her macrobinoculars. Adjusting the settings, she zoomed in on the governor’s house a few kilometers away. The official had thrown a party tonight, and she could see guests gathered on the rooftop balcony, laughing, drinking, enjoying the event. She familiarized herself with the house, sweeping the binocs back and forth in a slow, wide arc, learning as much as she could before the party got into full swing. Next to her, Ezra was silent, doing the same.


“I count six bucketheads on the ground,” he said, “doing perimeter patrols, but otherwise, looks pretty quiet.”


Sabine scoffed and lowered the binocs. “We’ll see about that once things get going.”


“I don’t see why we’re wasting our time on this. Who cares about a bunch of Imperial credits switching hands at this thing? Doesn’t affect us.”


Sabine rolled her eyes in irritation. “It does affect us, Ezra. You just can’t see it because you’re too young.”


He snorted but didn’t say anything else for a moment. “Just caught a guy sparking up.”


“Glitterstim?”


“Yeah. What a loser.”


“I dunno, I hear it gives you Force-like abilities. Who doesn’t want that?”


“Shut up.”


Sabine smirked.


“I wonder if he’s…wow, he’s really making an ass of himself to this girl. Guess he had to do drugs to get up the courage to talk to her? Double loser.”


“Right, because you are the foremost expert on talking to girls,” Sabine muttered.


Ezra responded with something close to a low growl, and she smiled behind her binoculars. This might be boring work, but at least they enjoyed each other’s company.


Surveillance, Pt. 2
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They were deep into hour three with very little information, Sabine’s binoculars plastered to her face again and Ezra sulking on his back on the ground.


“I’m so bored,” he said. “I hate being bored.”


“I hate listening to you whine,” she replied. “Why don’t you do your job instead of complaining?”


“I’m a Jedi. I’m far more valuable doing other things than surveillance.”


“You’re hardly a Jedi.”


“Am too.”


Sabine lowered her binocs and pressed her lips together, studying the city. “Ezra, the Jedi of the Old Republic were taken away at six months to begin Jedi training. You’re sixteen and you still trip over your own boots.”


“That happened one time.”


“One time a week.”


He didn’t have a counterargument – she had exaggerated but was mostly right – so again, he stayed silent.


But not for long.


“If a nek battle dog were to fight a bantha,” he asked curiously, “who do you think would win?”


“Dunno,” Sabine said, sitting up straight and bending her neck to flex sore muscles. “Never thought about it.” She closed her eyes as she rotated her neck around. “Probably the bantha.”


“But a battle dog can get pretty big. And they’re vicious.”


“The bantha has size.”


“The battle dog has speed. And teeth. So many teeth.”


Sabine opened one eye to look at him. He was still staring up at the dark sky, arms flung out to either side of him. “Is this…do you actually…like, spend time thinking about these things?”


“I mean, sometimes I look them up on the HoloNet.”


Sabine shook her head in wonder. “Wow.”


“Nos monster or aquabeast?”


“Okay, I don’t know what an ‘aquabeast’ is, but I want to punch whatever moron named it.”


“Do you think it’s possible that moon could just drop out of the sky onto the planet?” Ezra asked, pointing at the biggest one. “And if it did, what would happen?”


“No, I don’t.”


“Like what if it just…dropped? You know? Just fell out of its orbit and just dropped?”


“No.”


Ezra opened his mouth to undoubtedly say another stupid thing, when his datapad pinged. Turning his attention to it, he swiped the screen a few times. “Hey! I got a new picture of Pypey. Oora just sent it to me. It says, ‘Here Ezra Pypey face.’ Aww.”


“Who’s been teaching her Basic?” Sabine asked as she picked up her binocs and looked through them again.


“I have,” Ezra answered. “When I have time.”


“You have free time?”


“I mean, sometimes.” He rubbed the back of his neck, a nervous habit he’d had since he’d joined the crew. Come to think of it, Kanan did that sometimes, too. “A little, yeah.”


Sabine smiled, charmed despite herself by his continued compassion and selflessness. “That’s nice of you.”


Ezra was quiet, looking at the picture. “He’s really grown. Oh, did you see this one?” He shoved the pad up right in front of Sabine’s face, forcing her to focus on it. It was a picture of Ezra and the hideous baby Ithorian (“Still don’t know which end is up,” Zeb said last time she saw the thing), him grinning and Pypey reaching out with grabby hands as Ezra held him. Disconcerted, Sabine turned away and raised her binoculars again.


“You’re good with kids,” she said. “Natural. Useful skill.”


“Ew, no, I’m not,” Ezra replied, wrinkling his nose and clearing the datapad’s screen. “I just connect with things.”


Picking up on how much it rankled him, Sabine pressed further. “Things like babies.”


“I had a baby cousin once, okay? He was irritating and my aunt made me walk him up and down her house to calm him. I don’t know, it seemed to work,” he said with a shrug. “She got tired a lot, my aunt. Worked all the time, and my uncle got hurt in a mining accident. One of the old Pryce mines. So my aunt had to pick up the slack and… It was just really hard for them. She’d come over to our house with Zeke and I’d feed him in the middle of the night so she could sleep. And cry. She cried a lot.”


Sabine’s lips compressed as she studied him, all desire to tease him gone. “How old were you, Ezra?” she asked quietly, because she knew he’d been on the streets without his parents since he was seven.


“I don’t know, six?” he said. “Wasn’t long before my folks disappeared.”


“Is your aunt still there?”


Ezra shrugged. “Probably. They weren’t into causing trouble. Always told my parents to leave it alone.” He looked out toward the distant city, the breeze ruffling his shaggy hair. “They should have,” he murmured.


Sabine’s mouth twitched. She felt uncomfortable. Sorry for him. She didn’t like that feeling. He’d never been open about his past with the crew, and certainly not with her. Words wouldn’t come, nothing comforting or joking or…anything. The silence lingered between them, but it wasn’t horribly awkward. Sabine was used to moments alone with Ezra being very awkward, with his terrible flirting and boyish infatuation. Even at sixteen, he still looked like a little boy, but she knew that appearance belied his true strength. His powers were growing, faster than he really knew how to harness or handle them, and he was not someone to be underestimated. She liked him well enough, was fond of him, more like, and she enjoyed being around him when he wasn’t acting stupid or embarrassing himself (which was most of the time). It was nice, she realized. Having someone her own age who she could just…be with. Just sit in silence –


“I’ve only kissed one girl,” he blurted right into the middle of the peacefulness, and just like that, Sabine’s warm feelings evaporated. Rolling her eyes, she said,


“Can’t help you there.”


“Have you kissed boys?”


Sabine looked at him out of the corners of narrowed eyes. “Ezra.”


“What?” he asked, genuinely not aware of the line he’d crossed, big blue eyes open, innocent, curious.


Well, if he was going to be like that, then she was definitely going to mess with him.


“Yeah,” she said smoothly. “Lots of boys.”


With a small smile, satisfied with her response, she pressed the binoculars to her eyes again.


“Oh,” he replied quietly. Sabine tried to ignore the tone of his voice, the trace of hurt and disappointment in it, and studied the governor’s mansion. A couple thought they’d found a private place to grope and make out, but she’d caught them.


“Here,” she said abruptly, shoving the binoculars over at him even though he had his own pair. “To the left of the cupola. Get some pointers.”


Ezra frowned at her briefly before raising the binoculars and searching for the location she’d named. She watched as his mouth fell open, and he laughed.


“Ha!” he said. “Wow, that guy is really goin’ for it.”


“Lucky guy.”


“No kidding. If only I had that kind of luck.”


Of course he had to make it weird, even if it was just an funny offhand comment. Sabine snatched the binoculars back so fast, he still had his hands in the position of holding them after they’d disappeared from his face.


“You’ll never have that kind of luck, Ezra,” she muttered. “Stick to your own league.”


“And what’s that?”


“Your own hand.”


“Hey! That’s…I don’t… You’re mean!”


“Shut up, Ezra.”


He did, grumbling something to himself and picking up his macrobinoculars again. “This is stupid anyway,” he said under his breath.


“Why?” Sabine replied. “Got a date with your right hand?”


“Stop,” he growled, and she suppressed a laugh at his bright-red face.


Something on the roof caught Sabine’s eye, and she smacked Ezra’s arm. “Hey. Check it out. Got some movement.”


“Where?” He picked up his binocs and swung them toward the couple.


“Not there,” she said, pulling on his wrist to move the binoculars away. “Over here.”


“Ohhh.”


They both watched as the governor led another man around the roof of his mansion, pointing out flowers in the garden. After a few minutes, it was clear nothing more was going to happen. Sabine lowered her binoculars and sighed. No luck. They were going to have to continue to wait.


“I can drink three fizz-pops in five minutes,” Ezra said, binocs still glued to his face.


Sabine shook her head, not wanting to indulge him.


They lapsed into silence for a bit longer, with Sabine sweeping the binoculars around an interesting canyon to the east. It would look amazing on a canvas. A huge piece, change the color palette around –


“Sabine,” Ezra whispered urgently.


She scowled. “What.”


“I have to…”


She couldn’t hear the rest, so she looked over at him. “What?”


“I said I have to go to the ’fresher,” he finished on a whisper, like he’d said something scandalous that couldn’t be repeated in polite company. “Like really gotta go.”


Sabine wrinkled her nose. “So go. I’m not stopping you.”


“There isn’t one.”


Dumbfounded, Sabine motioned to the massive expanse of dark woods behind them. “You’re a guy. There are woods.”


“I know, but…” He trailed off, seemingly embarrassed by natural processes. If he thought he was offending her delicate sensibilities by having to take care of business, he was a moron.


But he was one anyway, regardless.


“Just go!” she said. “Take care of yourself and get back here and work. You can’t tell me you’ve never done this on missions. I know you have. You and Kanan both.”


He pushed up from the ground and disappeared into the trees, with only an offended “Ow!” when something apparently injured him.


Ugh, Sabine growled to herself, shaking her head at his idiocy.


When Ezra came back, he sat on the ground with his legs crossed and settled his hands on his knees, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath. Sabine watched covertly, trying not to be obvious about it but knowing he might be able to pick up on her feelings or what she was doing. The only feeling she had right now was curiosity, but she still had no desire for him to sense it – or anything about her in general.


“I’m supposed to do this stuff often,” he said.


“Does that actually work?” she asked. His shoulders lifted a little.


“I don’t know. I’m not very good at it. Lot of thoughts in my mind. Hard to silence it.”


“I guess that’s the point.” He’d calmed down a lot since she’d met him, but even she could sense his jitteriness right now.


After a few moments, he was so still Sabine wondered if he’d fallen asleep. His chest rose and fell rhythmically, so maybe he was. She lay back with her head on her pack and crossed her ankle onto her knee, flipping through various things on her datapad. The silence was lovely, and again, she started to think that she could get used to this. Having a friend her age who she could just be around. Just…having a friend in general, really. Even if it was Ezra Bridger.


She was dozing off herself when he came out of the meditation, stretching his neck and rolling his shoulders.


“Good?” she asked.


“I feel better now,” he said.


“Great. Your wizard powers are growing.”


“I’m not a wizard,” he replied crossly. “Although there’s something… Give me your palm.”


Sabine did not. “What? Why?”


“Just…gimme.” He motioned with his hand, and she sat up and moved closer to him, turning her right palm up to him. “Other hand. Non-dominant.” She switched. “With your glove off, silly.”


Eying him, not really liking this, she tugged the glove off and gave him her palm again. He took it gently between his, and she was glad, at that moment, that he had his own gloves on. It had been so long since she’d been touched gently by another person, and it made her feel weird. There was nothing romantic between them, of course, and of course there never would be (absolutely no way), but his gentle touch was…nice. He was gentle, and kind. Such a good person, and she really did feel lucky to know him, irritating as he was. Maybe with time, and growth, and maturity, he’d be better.


“I used to do this back home,” he said, running his finger along the crease in her palm by her thumb. “It’s palmistry, an old Lothalian art. My grandma was a really good palm-reader, could read for anyone – ”


“Yes, I’ve heard of it,” she snapped, hand curling into a fist. “Will you just get on with it?”


“Sure. Sorry.” He focused, tilting her hand this way and that. “Sorry, no more boyfriends. You’re going to be a spinster.”


Sabine jerked her hand, but not enough to pull it away from his. “I really will hit you.”


“Sorry, sorry… That’s not really what palm-reading is about, anyway. It’s about who you are, not the future. I…used it to scam people on Lothal.”


“Not using your powers for good, eh?”


“No, not then.”


Ezra’s uncharacteristic seriousness tugged at some part of Sabine’s heart, the same part that felt sorry for him when he talked about his baby cousin. She frowned again, watching him study her, taking it seriously. He tried so hard sometimes, and the thing was, he didn’t even have to. Things like this were so sweet of him, and – if she had to admit it – he really was cute. In a you’re-my-obnoxious-kid-brother-I’m-just-aware-of-it-good-for-you kind of way. Disarming goofiness, the gorgeous shade of his eyes, the tan tone of his skin, even the unkempt way he wore his hair (he still would not let her cut it) and the way he unconsciously tucked it behind his ears sometimes. If he would just stop trying so hard, they could be real friends. Real siblings, like she and Tristan had been before she left for the Academy, before she let her family down, before things fell apart –


“You have nice hands,” he said into her musings.


“So…what?” Sabine asked impatiently, ignoring his comment. “What did you scry?”


“It’s not scrying,” Ezra said. “I don’t scry. You have fire hands.”


“Unsurprising. Now what does that mean?”


“Passionate, confident…can be tactless.”


Sabine snorted. “Wow, brilliant observation. What are you?”


“Water. Emotions, intuition, stuff like that.”


“Soft.” Also unsurprising.


Ezra scowled. “I’m not soft.”


“You are very soft,” Sabine said. “Squishy. I could crush you.” Ezra’s scowl just tightened more, and Sabine filed that, along with babies, into the back of her mind for things to tease him about later. “What else?” she asked.


“You’re confident in your abilities, smart, know what life’s all about,” he said. “Very artistic. You’re mostly happy.”


Sabine rolled her eyes. “This is all stuff you know about me already.”


“Right, but I’m just confirming it here. Resourceful, imaginative…not a lot of compassion, though. To hide true feelings.”


“How are you doing this?” she asked, ignoring that comment as well. “What, exactly, are you ‘reading’?”


Ezra started pointing things out. “These are the different mounds. I’ve read all these.” He indicated five of the six spots.


“What’s that one?” Sabine pointed to the mound at the base of her thumb, which he hadn’t read. When he didn’t respond, she looked up.


To see that he’d reddened.


Ezra cleared his throat. “That’s love. I usually only read that when scamming people.”


“Well?” she demanded, curious.


“I’m not scamming you,” he said. Her hand was loose in his, and his head was bowed over it. Sabine put her free fist on her hip.


“I want to know,” she said.


Ezra tightened his fingers again. “You hide things,” he said slowly, “like I saw before. But underneath it all, there’s a passion and kindness there. Your mound is actually pretty prominent, which is surprising.”


“Why’s that?” she asked with an arched brow, not sure she really wanted to know this particular part.


“Well, I just thought it would be lower. Means you don’t like romance or…or love, really.”


Sabine snatched her hand back, angered. “Why wouldn’t I like love?” she snapped, very tempted to hit him with the very hand he’d just read. Ezra looked back at her, his expression a little hurt and stunned.


“You just,” he started, evenly, carefully, “don’t seem like the kind of person who would want to fall in love.”


“Just because I don’t – ” Like you. She cut herself off and swallowed. There was no cause to be mean to him. He hadn’t done anything. He was just doing some stupid gypsy trick, some metaphysical, bogus banthashit.


Ezra hung his head, and Sabine’s anger began to evaporate. Did he know what she was about to say? She had an awful feeling he did.


“I’m sorry,” he mumbled. “It was just a stupid party trick.”


Guilt was not what Sabine expected to feel, but feel it she did, and her heart softened toward him – as it annoyingly always did. “No, it’s okay, Ezra. It sounds like it was – is – important to your people.” He shrugged, and she struggled to think of a way to get things back on track. He was sweet and mostly innocent; he didn’t need her crap. “Anything else you can do?” she asked.


“Yeah,” he said, his confidence returning. He cleared his throat and looked up again. “Yeah. I can read your future.”


Once more, Sabine rolled her eyes. “Of course you can. You’re a Jedi-in-training.”


Ezra waved his hands. “No, no, not like that. Not like a Force vision. Those come randomly. Kanan said psychic people are just tuned into the Force more than regular people, and I used to do that with people, too, for a little extra cash.”


“Okay.”


“Do you want me to?”


Sabine shrugged. “Why not?”


“I’ll need your hand again.”


She arced her hand back toward him again. “Lay it on me, Bridger.”


However, by the time her hand hit his, he’d shucked his gloves and the bare skin of his palm met the back of hers. It was a shock to her system, not because he was making it weird or anything, but because it had just been so long since she’d touched another human being like this. Skin to skin. It was nice, actually. Having warm, soft skin against hers. Being able to touch him like this without him making something of it. Their relationship had grown, she realized, even if his obnoxious crush was still there. He could be completely normal around her, and that was really nice.


Ezra closed his eyes and took a deep breath, holding her hand loosely in his. She watched him as he sank into the Force, breathing evenly.


The first thing he said made her burst out laughing:


“A lot of explosives,” and he smiled in response to her laugh. “Fire, fighting…I guess a lot of the same. A long search…I don’t know what for. Something you really care about, or someone, I don’t know… I can’t see that. It’s pretty fuzzy. But – oh, you do end up happy, with someone you – ”


Ezra broke off abruptly and dropped her hand like it was a live wire. She looked up at him, brows drawn together, but her expression immediately cleared when she saw his. He blinked at her, mouth slightly open, as if he were in shock.


“What?” Sabine demanded, scowling at him. “What is it? Do I wind up with a loser who has poor taste in art?”


But he just shook his head slowly at her. “It’s nothing…” he said. “I…I must be tired.” He lowered his head and rubbed at his forehead. Sabine narrowed her eyes at him.


“What did you see, Ezra?” she asked in a voice that sounded cold to her ears.


“Sabine, it’s nothing,” he assured her. “I just…sometimes see these weird things, you know? Anyway, the future is always in motion.” He picked up some of his gear and got up, turning his back to her. “It doesn’t mean anything.”


But her eyes stayed narrow as she watched him tidy up the campsite, a hint of a smile on his face. She had no clue what he’d seen, but obviously, it made him happy and he didn’t want her to know it. Giving herself a shrug, she picked up her datapad to see if she had any new messages from Hera. If it made Ezra happy, and Ezra was her friend, well, that was good enough for her. He’d always looked out for her, sure, in a creepy way, but –


Her finger suddenly paused over the screen, and her head came up. He couldn’t mean…


Sabine looked over at Ezra, blinking once, twice. No…


Shaking her head, she returned to her datapad. Of course not. If he’d seen that, he would’ve flipped out. He probably just saw her with someone they knew, and he was amused by it and didn’t want to share – either out of jealousy or because he wanted to torture her and have something to hold over her. Or maybe he wanted her to be surprised. Who knew with him?


She trusted his Force abilities, even if he had as much trouble reading visions as most other Jedi supposedly did. If Ezra was happy for her, then she was happy. She had someone out there who she was going to fall in love and be happy with, and that was good enough for her.


Glancing over at him again, she thought that as long as it wasn’t Ezra Bridger, who was currently cooing to a violently hissing snake, she’d be fine.


Really, anything but that.


Chapter End Notes
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Next up: get ready for some post-Malachor angst:


“I don’t like it,” Zeb said after a very long time of silence. “I’ve finally decided. I hate your hair.”
Ezra scowled over his bowl and kept eating. “Didn’t ask for your opinion, Zeb.”
“It’s too short.”
Ezra scooped up his bowl, spoon, and water cup and stormed over to the sink. He threw all three in, and the cup shattered. Angry with himself, he clenched his fist, and the bowl burst apart, too, in a shower of shards. One sliced across the base of his thumb, and he hissed. Blood swiftly slid down his hand and dripped onto his jacket.
“Shavit,” he muttered. This day was already not going right.
There were footsteps behind him, and Sabine said, “You all right?”
“What does he look like?” he retorted, pressing his palm to his mouth to stem the flow of blood.
“It looks like you can’t take criticism. Also, you know better than to put bacteria into a wound.”
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After Malachor, the Presence tempts Ezra with everything he’s ever wanted.
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There might have been a time
I would give myself away
Once upon a time
I didn’t give a damn
But now here we are
So what do you want from me
What do you want from me


Just don’t give up
I'm workin’ it out
Please don’t give in
I won’t let you down
It messed me up, need a second to breathe
Just keep coming around
Hey, what do you want from me
What do you want from me


Yeah, it’s plain to see
that baby you’re beautiful
And there’s nothing wrong with you
It's me, I’m a freak
but thanks for lovin’ me
’Cause you’re doing it perfectly


There might have been a time
When I would let you step away


I wouldn’t even try but I think
you could save my life


Just don’t give up on me
I won’t let you down
No, I won’t let you down


            ~“Whataya Want from Me?,” Adam Lambert


 


-Ezra-


 


It called to him, even when he wasn’t thinking about it. He always knew it was there, hidden in his room, its power burning away inside. Just waiting to be released, begging him to listen.


He found, more and more, than he wanted to listen, and he liked to listen.


Ezra was aware of Zeb’s stare on him as he spooned the morning’s bland mush into his mouth. Kanan wasn’t around as usual – typical nowadays – Hera was in the cockpit, Chopper was recalibrating some systems on the Ghost, and Sabine was getting ready for the day.


“I don’t like it,” Zeb said after a very long stretch of silence. “I’ve finally decided. I hate your hair.”


Ezra scowled over his bowl and kept eating. “Didn’t ask for your opinion, Zeb.”


“It’s too short.”


Ezra scooped up his bowl, spoon, and water cup and stormed over to the sink. He threw all three in, and the cup shattered. Angry with himself, he clenched his fist, and the bowl burst apart, too, in a shower of shards. One sliced across the base of his thumb, and he hissed. Blood swiftly slid down his hand and dripped onto his jacket. His new jacket, which he hadn’t even been wearing a month, and which was likely the only new piece of clothing he’d get for the next five years.


“Shavit,” he muttered. This day was already not going right.


There were footsteps behind him, and Sabine said, “You all right?”


“What does it look like?” he retorted, pressing his palm to his mouth to stem the flow of blood.


“It looks like you can’t take criticism. Also, you know better than to put bacteria into a wound.”


“Hera reorganized. I don’t know where the towels are.”


Silently, Sabine pulled out a drawer and chose a well-worn towel on the top. She gently took Ezra’s hand away from his mouth and pressed the cloth to the wound. He hissed again at the pressure, then looked over at her. She was focusing on the wound, but he saw her smile.


“Do you remember when you read my palm last year?” she asked. “You wouldn’t read this part.”


He did remember, and he also remembered the swift flicker of an image that had come along after he’d done that.


Us. Together.


Lies.


He knew that was what it was. Just a lie put into his own stupid head by an immature boy with limited power and a dumb infatuation.


Ezra snatched his hand back. “I don’t need your help.”


He passed Sabine on his way out of the galley to the medical kit in the common room, brushing by her and not even caring or feeling a thing, when before, just the brush of her body or her touch set his whole body alight. Now, there was nothing. Just deadness.


Them together. What a kriffing joke.


---


“You’re angry this morning.”


“Yes, I am,” Ezra muttered in his cabin, the Sith holocron glowing before him. “Any other brilliant insights?”


“Why so angry?”


“Zeb is a pain in the ass. He didn’t need to say that.”


The Presence chuckled at him. “So easy to make the young Jedi angry!”


“You know very well why I’m angry,” Ezra said, scowling at the holocron and squeezing hard. He let his hand go, and the pyramid floated where he’d left it, the edges twisting and coming off.


“She made you angry, too.”


A spike shot through Ezra’s body. “Sabine? No. She never makes me angry.”


Again, the Presence laughed at him. “All the power in the universe at your disposal, and yet you still let a little girl make you angry because she broke your heart. Silly boy.”


“She’s not a little girl,” Ezra returned through clenched teeth. “And she didn’t. How could she?”


“You saw something once. Between you.”


The vision floated up in his memory again, both clear and unclear at the same time, and he briefly closed his eyes. Then he shook his head, once, hard, ridding it of the sight. “It was nothing,” he said in a hollow voice. “Just a stupid Force trick.”


“It doesn’t have to be.”


That gave Ezra pause. “It doesn’t?”


“No. This is your moment where you make it come true. You are talented, my boy, and you see things that are to be. This is how you make it so.”


Ezra’s heart thundered. Was it true? Was the Presence really promising him the love he’d desperately wanted for years? For her to return his affections? They were friends now – good friends – and he was okay with them not being anything more. He’d gotten used to it, and he was happy with it.


But then…then Malachor happened. And she’d started to drift away from him.


“It doesn’t have to be this way,” the Presence continued, seductive, tempting. Despite himself, knowing this was wrong, Ezra’s fists clenched.


“Tell me how.”


---


Sabine’s hands on his waist and the hot wind in his hair as the speeder bike zoomed toward Ezra’s chosen location made him feel that maybe things would be all right. But when they got to the depression in the ground, surrounded by Atollon’s coral trees, Sabine immediately hopped off and the warmth of her hands quickly evaporated. It was a sharp reminder of what she wasn’t to him…what he wasn’t to her.


“So why are we here?” she asked, pacing around the large area and taking in the scenery. “We could spar on-base if that’s what you wanted to do. Or even on the Ghost.”


Ezra killed the power to the bike, and he gave her a shrug as he walked over to join her. “I just thought…we never get any time alone together.”


That sounded absolutely horrible, and he cringed when Sabine’s head snapped toward him and her eyes narrowed.


“Not like that, not like that,” he hastily added, holding his hands up. In a pouch on his belt, the holocron burned.


“You know what you want to tell her,” the Presence had said. “Show her.”


“I just thought,” he tried again, “you might want to see some of the new stuff I’ve been learning.”


Sabine crossed her arms, skeptical. “New stuff?”


“Yeah.” Ezra fidgeted, his hand brushing by the pyramid resting on his hip.


“I already know what you can do. Why bring me out here?”


Ezra turned and held his open hand up to a wide overhang on a ridge across the way from them. “Watch this,” he said, closing his eyes and reaching out to the Force. He accessed that place deep inside himself that seethed and swirled with anger, fear of abandonment, and his self-hated for what had happened to Ahsoka and Kanan. All I want is to protect my friends. Protect everybody.


The anger radiated outward, strong and powerful. The seven-meter-wide rock shelf exploded, tiny fragments raining down to the ground. Ezra clenched his fist and saw the millions of rocks spin into a cyclone in his mind’s eye, then thrust his fist to the side and heard them impact where he’d thrown them out of the depression and onto the ground. He opened his eyes to see Sabine fall back a step, her mouth open. But…she didn’t look all that impressed. His smile faltered.


“That’s…new,” she conceded.


“Yeah, pretty cool, huh?” Ezra said, putting his hands on his hips, smile growing again.


“I’ve never seen Kanan do something like that.”


Anger flared in Ezra’s mind, and he crossed his arms. “Kanan can’t do everything, you know.”


“Right.” Sabine looked at the remains of the overhang a moment longer, then turned back to Ezra. “If that’s all, can we go? I’ve got some stuff to do for Hera.”


Ezra’s mouth fell open slightly. That was it? After what he’d shown her, that was all he got?


Typical.


Sabine start to get back up on the bike, but Ezra blocked her path. She looked at him again, calculating.


“Sabine,” he said, and the holocron warmed his side, “I’ve just been thinking…”


Do it. You can do this. You deserve this.


The Presence’s words from earlier echoed in his mind.


“Thinking what?” Sabine asked suspiciously.


“You could do worse than me,” Ezra blurted. Sabine didn’t reply, the calculating look still in her narrowed eyes.


“Worse than you how?”


“Just…” Now he was starting to sweat a little, his collar stifling and warm. He swallowed, feeling uncomfortable, but forged ahead. You deserve this… His fists clenched. “I deserve you. You’ve been cold and distant when you should be giving me a chance.”


The flicker from the Force was half a second too late. Ezra’s guard was always down around Sabine, and this time, it proved to be to his detriment. The blow landed on his cheekbone near his left eye, snapping his head to the side. Holding his palm to his aching face, Ezra looked back at her, his jaw open in shock. Sure, they sparred and swatted and punched each other affectionately, but she’d never…actually…hit him. Not like that. Ezra had never seen her more livid. Her whole body was coiled tight, her presence feral and pulsing with fury.


“Don’t you ever say something like that to me ever again, Ezra Bridger,” she snarled, voice low and dangerous. “Or I will hit you so hard, you’ll be in a coma for weeks.”


Ezra’s eyes widened, and he took a step back from her. She still had her fists clenched, and he wasn’t entirely sure she wouldn’t strike again.


“I’m sorry,” he whispered. The holocron burned on his hip. “I’m so sorry.”


“No, you’re not. That’s the worst part. You’ve changed, and I hate who you’ve become.”


Sabine threw her leg over the seat on the bike and switched it on.


In a second, she was gone.


---


An hour later, when Ezra made it back to base, Zeb greeted him with a gleeful chuckle.


“I see Sabine finally made good on her threats,” he said.


“Shut. Up.” Ezra pushed by the Lasat and headed for the medkit – again – his eye already starting to swell shut. Zeb listened for once, perhaps knowing that now was not a good time, and let him be. Ezra snatched the kit down from the wall and threw it onto the seat in front of the dejarik table. He popped the latches and rustled around until he found the last ice pack. Kneading it between his hands to pop the bubble inside and start the chemical reaction, he left the common room for the ’fresher to look the injury over in the mirror.


It already didn’t look good, the skin mottled and showing early signs of a nasty bruise. With a sigh, he held the cold pack up to his face. Only half of it had activated, unsurprising given their rare access to medical supplies, even with all the battles they fought and the dangerous situations they put themselves in. Ezra already had a handful of scars that really would’ve benefited from more bacta.


He shook his head. He knew better. On so many levels.


He’d really kriffed up this time.


Ezra pounded his fist on the counter by the sink, just wanting a shower and to go to bed even though it was only midday.


Just like at breakfast, soft footsteps approached him.


“Look, I know what you’re going to say,” Ezra snapped as Sabine appeared behind him in the mirror. “So just…save it. You don’t have to be around me. None of you do.” He took the pack off his face and vigorously shook it, trying to activate the other side. “Piece of shit.”


Wordlessly, Sabine took it from his hand and fiddled with it, finally snapping the remaining bit of the bubble inside. She handed it back.


“I know that’s not you,” she said quietly. “Not that you didn’t deserve the punch.”


Ezra gave a bitter, tight smile to his reflection. “Trust me, I know I deserved it.”


“What happened, Ezra? On Malachor.”


“You know what happened.”


“Yes, but…why are you like this now? What happened wasn’t your fault. Kanan and Ahsoka – ”


Ezra rounded on her. “Don’t talk to me about Kanan and Ahsoka. You have no idea what it was like being there, being stupid and convincing Kanan to stay because Maul was screwing with me. Just fucking up my mind like it was his personal playground. You don’t know.”


Sabine waited a beat, perhaps seeing if he was going to continue, before she spoke. “You’re right: I don’t know. I can’t imagine.”


“Yeah, you can’t.”


Ezra turned back to the mirror again. He needed to get back to his room. He needed to talk to the Presence and see what the kriff had gone wrong.


The desire was overwhelming.


“I gotta go,” he said, shouldering past her, head ducked down. Because no matter how angry he was, there was still a part of him that felt horrible for what he’d done, a sneaking suspicion that he’d been manipulated yet again. And he couldn’t bear to see the look on Sabine’s face. The irritation, the anger…


The disappointment.


That was the worst. That was what made him feel sick to his stomach.


Or maybe the pity was worse. He didn’t know.


Back in his room, Ezra brought out the holocron and opened it.


“What did you do to me?” he demanded. “You said I could have what I wanted.”


What he didn’t expect to hear was a peal of laughter.


“Oh, you stupid, lovestruck boy,” the Presence taunted. “Did you really think that would work?”


Stunned, Ezra blinked. “But you…you told me it would. You said you were going to help me – ”


“Did I? Were those my exact words, child?”


Ezra thought back. She was right. “Well…no, but – ”


“Then the stupidity is your own.” The Presence laughed again. “But see how much power you have now. Your anger has only grown, and so has your power. Only the dark side can give you that.”


Ezra swallowed. He didn’t like how that sounded. He knew the dark side was wrong.


As if sensing his thoughts and hesitation, the Presence said, “Oh, sweet boy… Don’t be afraid of it.”


He crossed his arms and looked away from the glowing red holocron. As he did, his eye caught on a small, flat box on the shelf that hadn’t been there this morning. He leaned past the holocron and reached out for it.


Enjoy. ~S


Ezra removed the note from the top and set it down. Guilt hit him strong and sharp. The box contained a beginner’s set of art supplies from Sabine’s favorite brand. Ezra didn’t even want to think about how much work she’d had to put into saving a few credits for it and finding it on one of their supply runs. Inside were three wood-barreled charcoal pencils in dark, medium, and light; a new kneaded eraser; a pencil sharpener; and three oil sticks in primary colors. They sat on ten sheets of good sketching paper. She must’ve left the gift in his room before going out with him on the bike. The first time he’d drawn with her was when they’d painted the TIE fighter last year. They would occasionally draw together after that, too, and he would look on in envy at her nice supplies. She let him borrow it, but…it wasn’t the same. He wanted his own.


It had been a long time since they’d drawn together.


Ezra’s hands squeezed so hard, his thumbs dented the plastboard encasing the little set.


The Presence spoke again from the deadly pyramid next to him. “Remember why you need me, and what I can do for you, Ezra.”


His teeth clenched, and he nodded. Ezra dropped the gift and note in the waste bin under the shelf. The Presence chuckled.


“This is the only way you can save your friends,” she said.


And he believed her.
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Hera turned Ezra’s head this way and that, inspecting the bruise.


“She sure got you good,” she said.


Ezra jerked his chin out of her hand. “Yeah, she did.”


Hera smiled. “Did you deserve it?”


Ezra sighed. “Yes. I did.”


The Twi’lek glanced down the hallway to the common room, where Sabine was visible flipping through her datapad.


“Talk to her,” she murmured.


“I already did,” Ezra snapped.


“I meant kindly. And don’t you dare sass me, Ezra Bridger.”


I wish Kanan were here.


The thought swept into his mind before he could stop it, and for a moment, his anger increased again, but just as quickly dissolved into sadness. He missed his master, more than he was willing to admit.


“I will,” Ezra said. “Thanks, Hera.”


By the time he’d gotten to the common room again, though, Zeb had joined Sabine. The Lasat said something that made her laugh, and Ezra lingered in the hatchway. Sabine looked up.


“Hi,” she said. “That bruise is a lovely color on you.”


Again, anger flared up, and Ezra clenched his fists for a moment before forcing himself to relax. That kind of comment would’ve made him laugh before, and vow to get her back. Now, though…


“Can I talk to you?” he asked. Sabine shrugged and set her datapad down next to her.


“Sure.”


She got up and came toward him. They were just about to leave the room when –


“You better watch yourself, kid,” Zeb said with a smirk. “You’ll wind up with a matching set.”


“Zeb – ” Sabine started, at the same time as Ezra whirled around, his hand out toward their crewmate as he called the Force to him. “Ezra, no!”


Sabine grabbed his wrist and redirected his arm, causing his blast to hit a stack of crated supplies instead. The crates exploded, throwing items everywhere.


“Hey!” Zeb yelled, jumping to his feet and advancing, his voice low and furious. “What the hell was that?! You were gonna hit me, kid?!”


Sabine jumped between them, arms out to keep them apart. “Stop, stop!” she yelled, at which point Hera ran in.


“What in the worlds is going on on my ship?!” she demanded.


“The kid tried to blast me with his wizard powers!” Zeb said.


“You deserved it!” Ezra argued back, leaning forward against Sabine’s hand. His fists were clenched so hard, his nails bit into the flesh of his palms.


“Back!” she said. “Get back, Ezra!”


She gave him a shove, propelling him toward the wall. He knocked into it, head hitting hard. The burst of pain blotted out his anger for a moment, and it started to slowly cool.


“Go to your room!” Hera said to him, pointing toward the crew cabins. “Now!”


“I’m not a child, Hera – ”


“Go.”


Ezra knew better than to argue. With a final, withering look at Zeb (who gave it right back), Ezra pushed away from the wall and retreated.


“It’s not his fault, Zeb,” he heard Hera say. “He’s just struggling so much right now.”


“No, I’m not!” Ezra yelled back. “I’m perfectly fine! I’m better, actually! Better than ever! You guys are just…just…” He was too worked up to come up with a proper, scathing insult. “You’re jealous! In a lot of ways, I’m ahead of you!”


“Zeb, don’t,” Sabine warned, and Ezra felt the flicker in the Force from the Lasat, ready to come after him again.


“Why can’t I move my stuff into Kanan’s room?” Zeb said. “He’s never there.”


Ezra’s anger burned so bright and hot, his vision momentarily turned red.


“Enough,” Hera said calmly. “Go for a walk, Zeb. Sabine, come with me.”


Ezra got to his room, opened the door, and closed it, making sure to hit the lock. If he didn’t see the crew for the rest of the day, that was perfectly fine with him. He didn’t need them anyway.


---


As it happened, hunger won out over stubbornness, and Ezra left the Ghost two hours later. The mess was sorely lacking, but it was something, at least. As he was returning to the ship with his meager meal, he caught sight of a new pilot, Grant, chatting with Sabine next to the ladder of his Y-wing. Ezra watched with narrowed eyes as Sabine smiled back at him, said something, and the pilot laughed.


Ezra immediately changed course, his hunger forgotten, and headed toward them.


“Is there a problem here?” he asked when he got up to them. They looked at him in confusion.


“No problem,” Grant said. “Why?”


“Just looked like there might have been.”


“Not at all. Do you need something?”


“Yeah. I need you to get away from my crewmate.”


Grant’s eyes narrowed, but not maliciously. He was still confused. “And…why would I do that…? We’re just talking, Bridger.”


Ezra looked over at Sabine, wide-eyed and mouthing Go at him. His eyes shifted back to Grant’s.


“We’re going,” he said as he turned around. “C’mon, Sabine.”


Grant scoffed. “She can do what she likes, kid. You’re not her boss.”


The derisive name sent Ezra over the edge again, and he spun and was at the pilot’s throat in a second, grabbing him by the collar of his orange flightsuit.


“Ezra!” Sabine exclaimed.


“What did you just call me?” he growled. Grant looked shocked.


“Geez, calm down, man,” he said. “Didn’t know she was your girl.”


“I’m not,” Sabine said, grabbing onto Ezra’s arms. “He’s not my type of crazy. Let him go, Ezra.”


Around them, crates started to levitate off the ground, Ezra’s Force powers completely out of control. Knowing it could get very bad, he released Grant and stepped back. The crates clattered to the duracrete, and the pilot looked at him in disgust.


“What the fuck is wrong with you?” he asked, then looked at Sabine. “No thanks, Wren, if this is what I’m going to have to deal with. Your nutso not-boyfriend or brother or whatever he is. Later.”


Grant hurried away, quickly disappearing deep in the base. Sabine rounded on Ezra, her fists clenched.


“Zeb’s right,” she said. “You’re going to get a matching black eye if you don’t back off. What the hell was that about?”


“I don’t like that guy,” Ezra said. “Who knows what he was up to? I know how guys think.”


“Yeah?” she replied, arching a brow. “And what makes you so different? You’re not thinking with the right brain, either. Kid.”


She strode past him toward the Ghost, and he followed at a wide distance, picking up his neglected food on the way back – even though he’d suddenly lost his appetite.


-Sabine-


 


The first place Sabine headed to was Ezra’s cabin, tears pricking the backs of her eyes as she walked. When no one answered her knock, she opened the doors and walked straight over to the shelf lining the right side. If Ezra was going to be such an ass, he didn’t deserve her present of art supplies. Her timing had been truly awful. Not only had it taken awhile to save up for them and find them, but she’d hoped that the little gift would cheer him up.


Maybe bring him back from wherever he’d gone.


She didn’t see the box, though. He’d already found them, then, but where had he put them? She sighed and decided to forget it, and she was about to walk out when she saw their overflowing waste bin. She’d promised Hera she’d empty them all, so she might as well get started now. Taking the bin to the compactor in the galley, she upended it –


And the art supplies, plus her note, tumbled out on top.


He had thrown them away.


Hand shaking, Sabine reached out for the items. And for the first time in a long time, she cried.


Chapter End Notes


So…I forgot to write in Sabine and Ezra making up. I guess there’s another chapter of this coming. :P After that is, I hope, a piece in a few parts (3?) called “You Jealous?” Then “Trials of the Darksaber” missing scenes (2).


Also, wanted to point out the Anakin quote from Episode II, where he talks to Padmé about being ahead of Obi-Wan, in case you didn't notice it.


Whataya Want from Me? (Ezra), Pt. 3
Chapter Summary


Ezra and Sabine make up.


“I never meant for all this to happen,” he added quietly, and when he looked up at her, his eyes glistened. “I’m so messed up right now, Sabine,” he whispered tightly. “I don’t know that I’ll ever find my way back.”
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Just don’t give up
I'm workin’ it out
Please don’t give in
I won’t let you down
It messed me up, need a second to breathe
Just keep coming around
Hey, what do you want from me
What do you want from me


Yeah, it’s plain to see
that baby you’re beautiful
And there’s nothing wrong with you
It's me, I’m a freak
but thanks for lovin’ me
’Cause you’re doing it perfectly


There might have been a time
When I would let you step away


I wouldn’t even try but I think
you could save my life


Just don’t give up on me
I won’t let you down
No, I won’t let you down


            ~“Whataya Want from Me?,” Adam Lambert


-Sabine-


 


She was tinkering with a growling Chopper, trying to rewire some of his circuits, when she heard footsteps behind her. A day had gone by since Ezra had lost it on her, and she’d spent pretty much all that time avoiding him as hard as she possibly could.


“Sabine?”


“Not now, Ezra,” she said in a clipped tone, having zero interest in talking to him. Her mind registered his hesitant, soft tone, but her heart wanted nothing to do with him. Preferably for the next month.


“Okay. Um…” Fabric rustled, and she knew he was reaching up to rub the back of his neck. “Just…find me later. If you want. Or never.”


He knew he’d kriffed up. Knew what he’d done and how she felt about it.


His footsteps retreated, and Sabine hung her head and sighed. “Ezra,” she said, not entirely able to keep a bit of a growl out of her voice.


“Yeah?”


His tone was hopeful. That, combined with the softness from earlier and his familiar gesture, made him seem like that lost little boy again, the one who had stolen ration bars on the first day and worked his way into her heart without her even knowing it. Maybe that was why it had hurt so much when he’d changed after Malachor. She cared more than she wanted to admit, and it…it hurt. Losing him. He was her friend, the only one she’d had in years, and she missed him.


Chopper growled again, putting in his two credits, but Sabine ignored him and pushed up from the little droid. She turned around to Ezra, who fidgeted with his lightsaber as he waited for her.


“What’s up?” she asked, and her arms crossed without her meaning them to. Ezra’s eyes slid to Chopper, still growling and shaking on his struts in anger.


“Can we go somewhere else?” Ezra asked. Chopper’s snarling increased in volume.


Right here is just fine, thank you, he said. Sabine rested her hand on his dome.


“Chop, it’s fine,” she said. “It’s just Ezra.”


Chopper responded with a very colorful name for the young Jedi, and Sabine couldn’t help the smile that crossed her face. When she looked back at Ezra, who looked crestfallen at the insult, she cleared her throat and her face.


“Sure, let’s go to my cabin.”


Don’t you dare try to –


Sabine put her hand out, silencing the droid. “Enough, Chopper.”


Ezra sighed and led her to her cabin. “I suppose I deserve that,” he said. Sabine nodded.


“You do.” She pressed the opener and ushered him in. “After you.”


As a general rule when Ezra first joined the crew, Sabine didn’t allow him into her room, and she never went into his. For one thing, she didn’t like people being in her space, and for another, there was the issue of him being a teenage boy with a massive crush on her and controlled almost entirely by hormones. Him being in her room, or her being in his, with a plain view of a bed, would undoubtedly put nothing but sex into his mind, and she was very eager to avoid that at all costs. She absolutely, never ever wanted to even kiss him, much less have sex with him. She was pretty sure she’d caught him thinking about it a handful of times, where he’d stare off into space with his chin in his hand, and once she got his attention again (whether by a kick or snapping in his face), he’d look back at her with the exact expression of someone who’d been caught, and he’d turn bright red.


Later, though, as they’d become friends, she’d allowed him in. He had of course made awkward comments about it, but she’d rolled her eyes and brushed them off. After Malachor, though, she had closed him out again.


This time, Ezra didn’t comment. Even if he was an insufferable ass most of the time now, at least he’d grown up. He was still only seventeen, but Malachor had changed him terribly. While she enjoyed the more grown-up version of him on his good days, she would’ve traded anything in the universe to go back to the days before Malachor. No one should be forced to grow up like that.


Her own thoughts surprised her and made her frown. Ezra was important to her, but when, she wondered, had he become so dear? She’d always been protective of him, sure, but somehow he had stopped being a kid and he was now closer to being a man. His added height, enhanced physique, new clothes, and new haircut had been a huge help, but mostly that made her uncomfortable. She didn’t like seeing him that way. She wanted him to be a kid again, a kid who she could brush off and ignore.


He was much harder to ignore now.


Except on his bad days. And there were a lot of them.


“What is it you wanted to talk about?” Sabine asked, shaking her bangs back and hoping her cheeks didn’t look as warm as they felt. When he was kind like this, back to his old self, it was hard not to feel fond of him. To care.


Ezra didn’t look at her, fidgeting instead with a shelf by the door, rubbing at its surface. “I just wanted to apologize,” he said. “For…all of that. For everything, really. I – ” But he immediately closed his mouth, making Sabine wonder if he was hiding something. Her arms tightened. “I never meant for all this to happen,” he added quietly, and when he looked up at her, his eyes glistened. “I’m so messed up right now, Sabine,” he whispered tightly. “I don’t know that I’ll ever find my way back. You haven’t done anything wrong, and I’ve taken so much out on you. Just…please don’t give up on me. I’m trying to work things out, and I know I’m doing a shit job of it. My life is just not worth anything anymore, and I don’t want to ever let you down – ”


His voice cut off as Sabine rushed to him and grabbed him in a tight hug, her eyes closed and face pressed against his chest. It was an impulse move, and immediately embarrassment and regret spiked inside her, but she stamped down hard on it. Her eyes pricked, and she hurt for him. He stiffened at her embrace – she’d never hugged him before, and rarely touched him.


“Don’t you ever say those things again, Ezra Bridger,” she whispered.


It took him a moment, but he slowly wrapped his arms around her and held her close. Not too close – oddly enough, she was holding him tighter – but he did rest his cheek on her head. He smelled…good. He felt good.


“I’m sorry,” he whispered back. His breath shook as he inhaled, and pain hit Sabine all over again. “Please don’t hate me. Please don’t give up on me.”


“Never,” she replied, and hugged him all the tighter.
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That evening, Ezra sat on his bunk, back against the wall and arms hugging his knees close to his chest. He stared at nothing in particular, his mind on the conversation with Sabine in her cabin.


Don’t you ever say those things again, Ezra Bridger.


But he did think those things. He did wonder if the crew would be better off without him, if all he was doing was making their lives worse. Shavit, even his own parents had dumped him. Everyone did, in the end.


Ezra turned his cheek onto his knees, discarding that thought. He knew it wasn’t true. He knew they would have done anything to get back to him, and that they had fought to return to him. It was just…sometimes he was bitter about it. Why had his parents focused so much on freeing the other prisoners when they all broke out? Didn’t people say mothers would do anything for their children? Why were the other prisoners so much more important than him?


Maybe they knew somehow. That I was different and weird. Maybe they didn’t really want to come back to me.


Ezra sighed and tilted his forehead onto his knees, shaking his head as the painful pricks started up at the back of his eyes. He sniffed hard, forcing the tears back, but the pain inside him refused to relent. It was bad enough that he blamed himself – and hated himself fiercely – for what had happened to Ahsoka. She had died because of his poor choices, because of his stupidity for trusting Maul. What an idiot he was. This time, now that he had the Presence, he was going to walk the right path. He was going to make the right choices and protect his friends, and no one would ever, ever get hurt again on his watch.


Then there was the matter of Kanan. His master, who he loved deeply, was blind because of him. He’d lost his sight. He’d retreated from the crew, distanced himself from even the woman he loved.


Dumped Ezra.


Again.


Abandoned. Again.


People don’t come back for me.


It was a cruel galaxy, and he’d always known that, but somehow, on the streets of Lothal, it hadn’t seemed that bad. Sure, his parents had been taken by Imperials, but for a long time, he’d harbored hope that they would come back. They were his parents, after all, brave and strong. As time had gone on, and Tseebo had never materialized to take care of him, he realized they weren’t ever coming back. He had mourned their loss…but a teeny, tiny part of him still believed and held out hope that they were out there somewhere, just waiting for him to rescue them. He very much planned on it, but week after week, month after month, and year after year passed, and the reality of the universe had settled down upon his small shoulders. He knew that rescuing them all by himself would never happen. He would need help. Help he knew would never come.


But then…Kanan had happened. Kanan had saved him. The crew had taken him in without question. They didn’t care about his past, didn’t care about any of the shady things he’d done or people he’d tricked or how hardened he’d become. All they’d wanted was to help him.


To love him.


In all that time, both when he was on the streets and with the Ghost crew, he had never felt depressed. Well, not for any long amount of time, at least. He’d kept his spirits up, focused on the present, on getting through one day at a time. After Malachor, though, he’d totally fallen apart. He’d lashed out at everyone he cared about and loved. He didn’t want to, but he couldn’t stop it, any more than he could stop the thoughts in his head that told him he’d be better off gone from the crew after all the trouble he’d caused. What good was an angry, depressed Jedi anyway?


Exhausted, Ezra curled up under his sheets, tucking his head down and burying himself. He squeezed his eyes shut, breathing deep to force the tears back again, and let the breath out. He had tried to meditate to cope, but his mind was all over the place and wouldn’t settle down. He hurt, literally hurt, from the way he was feeling. There were no wounds on him externally, but he wondered if there were some things inside a person that could go so deep, they would never mend. That took hold and never let go. Getting away from his situation was impossible, and he’d be stuck with his lousy self anyway even if he could. Ezra was stuck, between hate and sadness, where every moment was too hard to get through, too long, and it hurt to breathe. Where there was constant pressure on his chest, either from anger or sadness, and he didn’t know which one, in the end, would consume him.


He choked on a sob he didn’t mean to let through his defenses, and he curled up tighter. It felt like this day would never end. But it didn’t matter, because when it did, there would only be the next one, and the next. There would be nothing different about it. Nothing would change. And on and on it would go.


The door slid open, and Ezra clamped his mouth together.


“Just me, kid,” Zeb said. “You all right?”


“I’m fine, Zeb,” Ezra replied, but his voice shook, and it cracked. “Just go away.”


“All right. Just…wanted you to know I’m here for you. We all are. ’Long as you don’t try to hit me again.”


Ezra smiled, just a little. “I’m sorry.”


“Yeah, I know you are. You want dinner?”


Ezra shook his head. “No. I’m not hungry.”


“You haven’t been eating much. Or sleeping. You’ve gotta eat, kid.”


“I said I’m not hungry.”


“Okay. I’ll put a plate in the cooler for you if you are later.”


The Lasat left the cabin, and Ezra closed his eyes, willing sleep to take him and obliterate his mind.
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When it happened, it was completely unexpected. But then, Sabine reflected, there was no way she could ever have expected this.


They were in an Intelligence briefing led by Captain Cassian Andor, a brooding, sullen, albeit absolutely gorgeous mystery of a man from Fest. He was ruthlessly efficient in the field, and his briefings were the same. Rumor had it that he was General Draven’s number one, but no one dare approached him to ask. He had quite the reputation.


Sabine, though, had had a handful of conversations with him, and he’d always been quite nice, and sardonically charming in his own way.


Plus he was gorgeous. In case anyone forgot.


She was listening, she really was, and Andor wasn’t really her type, much as she appreciated emotionally unavailable people. But Cassian Andor was such a stark contrast to other men in the Rebellion, who were unkempt and uncultured and half the time couldn’t string two words together around her.


And then there was Ezra. Currently doodling pictures of his favorite subject – himself – with a massively large lightsaber taking stormtroopers down. Sabine raised an eyebrow and leaned over to him.


“Compensating?” she whispered.


“Not in the slightest,” he answered coolly, and extended the line of the lightsaber even taller. “In fact, I’m downplaying.” Then he went back to completely ignoring her – and ignoring Andor, apparently.


Sabine’s jaw dropped, and she blinked at him. He wasn’t…serious, was he? Without meaning to, her eyes darted down, to his pants, and she immediately flamed bright red and felt abject horror at what her traitorous body had just done. She’d never thought of him like that. Like that. Ever.


And that was when it happened: she realized that Ezra Bridger had truly grown up, gone from a boy she could make blush to an almost-man who could take her comments in stride. And it made her blush, to hear his deeper voice throw a sexual innuendo right back at her, when she had meant it to be a cutting remark about his masculinity.


This would not do, she realized as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat, wishing Ezra hadn’t just breathed on her arm and why was he so damn close, anyway? She had to get him back, make him blush more.


“Shove over,” she hissed, elbowing him. “You’re crowding me.”


“Is there a problem, Lieutenant Commander Bridger?” Andor asked irritably from the front of the room.


“Other than the fact that you dismiss animals as being less useful in ops than you think they are, no, sir,” Ezra replied without looking up.


So he was paying attention. Andor’s eyes narrowed.


“Thank you for the commentary,” he said. “I’m sure your crew finds you very enlightening. If we could move on…”


Sabine glared at Ezra and scooted her chair away from him before looking back at the front of the room. Nice conversations aside, she didn’t want to be on Andor’s bad side. He’d always been impressed with the Ghost crew, and she didn’t want that to go away just because Ezra was being a…


A boy.


He was back to being a child again.


…or was he?


Actually, when Sabine thought back on it, he hadn’t been rude or disrespectful or a smartass to Andor. He had firmly but respectfully stated his position.


This was not good.


“I’m going to let Lieutenant Derry speak more on that now,” Andor said, and stepped aside. A blonde woman sitting in the front row stood and joined Andor, then turned around.


“Who the hell is she?” Sabine muttered.


“No cl – ”


Ezra cut himself off, and Sabine saw his jaw drop in her peripheral vision. She rolled her eyes.


“Okay, she’s not that hot,” she said. “Like six out of ten. Plus one point for the nice rack and ass.”


“No, she’s…I know her.”


“Bridger, a moment?”


Sabine and Ezra turned to face Captain Andor outside the briefing room. He still looked irritated.


“When I am leading a briefing,” he said, “you don’t speak like that to me. Got it?”


Ezra shrugged, unaffected. “Your facts weren’t entirely right.”


Andor took a step closer to him. “My facts are always right, Bridger. You’ll forgive me if ‘animals as assets’ is not a section I spent a lot of time on in the Intelligence handbook.”


“You guys have a handbook?” Sabine asked despite herself. Andor tossed her a tired glance.


“Of course we have a handbook.” Back to Ezra: “I am, of course, always interested in hearing alternative points of view and other strategies. But unless a person has Jedi powers that allow them to connect to and manipulate animals, it is a strategy that does not bear mentioning.”


“I have that,” Ezra said. Andor took a deep breath, on the verge of losing his patience.


“That is exactly my point.”


Without another word, he turned and walked away, stalking back down the hallway.


“He’s a lovely fellow,” Ezra said.


“I think he’s nice,” Sabine blurted. Ezra arched a brow at her.


“Yeah, if you go for that sort of thing.”


Sabine put her hands on her hips and stared him down. “How would you know what I ‘go for’ or don’t ‘go for’?”


Ezra scoffed and rolled his eyes. “Trust me,” he said, “I know exactly what you don’t go for.”


She was about to punch him when the newcomer from the meeting walked up, a huge smile on her face.


“Ezra? Seriously?” she said.


“Shae?” he asked. “How did you get off – ”


But she had grabbed him in a hug so aggressive, Sabine had to jump back out of the way.


“I can’t believe it!” she said. “You’re here!”


“I didn’t know you had fans,” Sabine commented. Shae pulled back and looked between her and Ezra for a moment, her face falling.


“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t realize you two – ”


“We’re not,” Ezra hastily broke in, which made Sabine cock her head and frown. He’d never jumped at the opportunity to disabuse someone of the notion that he and Sabine were together. Usually he just ate it up and gloated like a loth-cat with a bird in its mouth and feathers falling to the ground at its feet.


“You’ve got to catch me up,” Shae said.


“Yeah, absolutely. Sabine, let Hera know I’ll be gone for a bit.”


“Uh, okay,” Sabine replied, wondering what the hell was going on here. Before she could get out a quip about not being his personal assistant, he and Shae had started walking down the hallway again.


What in the worlds had just happened?
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They walked in silence for a couple minutes until they were out of earshot and view of everyone on the base.


“So it’s good to see you ag – ” Ezra started, but Shae pushed him against the wall and planted a huge kiss on him. Dazed, his eyes widened.


“Been wanting to do that again for years,” she murmured, still close to him. “If I’d known I’d gotten a future Jedi, I never would have left.”


Ezra chuckled awkwardly, his lips tingling. “Yeah, well, it came as a surprise to me, too.” Shae leaned back, and he reached up to rub the back of his neck. “So…how did you get here?”


“Jumped ship a couple years ago,” she said. “Snuck onto a transport leaving Capital City, and out I went. I was in contact with a rebel cell.”


“My cell,” Ezra realized. “I mean, I hadn’t joined yet, probably.”


“No, you were still fourteen.” Shae smiled and flicked his nose. “Just a baby.”


Ezra rolled his eyes. “You’re only one year older than me.”


Shae put her hands on her hips and looked him up and down. “Suppose I’m being rather forward. You seeing anyone?”


“Well, no, but… I mean, I don’t get out much…”


She smiled and shook her head. “You haven’t changed a bit. Still awkward and sweet.”


Ezra returned the smile and looked away as he blushed. “Yeah, I guess some things never change.”


Shae tilted her head further down the hall. “Let’s grab a bite to eat and catch up. Where are your quarters here?”


“On my ship,” Ezra answered as he followed her to the mess. “We’re gone most of the time. You?”


“I’m based here with Intelligence. Analysis, data-crunching, that sort of thing.”


“You were always good at getting the best prices on the black market.”


Shae rolled her eyes. “Ha. I paid attention. Didn’t hurt that I was a lost little girl with blue eyes and blond hair.”


“No, it certainly didn’t.” They stopped outside the mess, and for a moment, Ezra just took her in: the blond waves, smooth skin, and pale blue eyes that had been his only companion for six cold months on Lothal one winter. “Always got more when we worked together, though.”


“Yeah, and you always got punched for being a smartass. Let’s go in. I’m starving.”


-Sabine-


 


Wedge was staring up at the underside of his X-wing fighter, splayed hands on his hips and a frown on his face, when Sabine found him in the hangar.


“You look unhappy,” she said when she walked up.


“I am,” Wedge replied, his frown deepening. He pointed to something she couldn’t see. “There’s a leak.”


“Oh, no,” Sabine said, echoing his seriousness. “That sounds…life-threatening.”


Wedge’s face smoothed out and he looked over at her with a smile. “Sorry, you know how seriously I take these things.”


Sabine smiled back. “I do.”


“How you been?” Wedge’s eyes returned to the fighter, and he walked out from the underside to start circling it.


“Good. We just got out of an Intelligence briefing half an hour ago.”


“Same stuff?”


Sabine shrugged. “Nothing terribly new, but we’ve been gone awhile so Hera made us go.”


“Andor leading?”


“Yeah.”


“That guy’s good.”


“He is.” Sabine paused, wondering how to broach what it was she really wanted to ask. “So,” she started, leaning her hip casually against one of the ship’s struts and loosely crossing her arms, “who’s this Lieutenant Derry?”


Wedge’s face brightened. “Oh, her.” He scratched some carbon scoring off the gray hull with a thumbnail. “She’s new, been with the Rebellion a couple years but didn’t make it here till recently. She made contact through her local cell, bounced around the galaxy for a bit. Wound up here after being in a few other Rebellion-sanctioned places.”


“Our cell, I guess,” Sabine said. “She used to know Ezra.”


Wedge snorted, and then smiled. “Makes sense.”


Sabine frowned. “What makes sense?”


Wedge pulled his hand away from the fighter and rubbed his fingers together to brush the scoring off his skin. “It’s just typical. She seems like the kind of person who would know Bridger.”


“Why?” Sabine demanded, her whole body tensing. “Is she irritating and full of herself and gets in her own way half the time?”


That made Wedge laugh, and he looked over at her. “Yes, actually. Plus she just has that country look that reminds me of Lothal.”


Sabine rolled her eyes and flipped her hair out of her face. “Right, because you’ve met so many Lothalians.”


“They’re nicer than Corellians.”


“A lot of people are nicer than Corellians.”


Wedge shook his head and ducked under the ship to cross back to Sabine, by the far strut. “She’s nothing to worry about, Sabine. She’s not going to give you guys bad intel. She’s good at what she does. Smart. Very smart.”


“And pretty,” Sabine muttered, relieved that Wedge hadn’t come to some sort of other conclusion about why she was asking about Derry. Wedge shrugged.


“Well, yeah. Janson thinks he’s got a chance with her.”


“Janson’s an idiot.”


“He is that.” Wedge checked his chrono. “Want to grab a bite to eat? I’m starved.”


“Ah, yes, the pilots’ stomach,” Sabine quipped as he fell into step beside her. “An essential system to fuel.”


“Cheaper than an X-wing.”


“True.”


They chatted about recent missions as they walked toward the mess. Sabine’s irritation had just started to lift when they arrived, and she saw Derry and Ezra sitting together by themselves at the far end of the room. Her nose wrinkled.


“We’ve got to ship out soon,” Sabine said. “He better not be late.”


“Who?” Wedge asked, reaching for a ration bar from a pile on the table that served as their meal line. He examined it. “Aww, I hate this flavor.”


“Stop bitching,” Sabine said distractedly, watching the pair interact. They looked happy to see each other, two friends who hadn’t seen each other in a long time reunited and getting caught up on one another’s lives. Shae reached out to touch Ezra’s scars with a finger, and he leaned back, his own fingers rubbing over it. He shook his head, leaving his fingers to cover them, and Shae’s face fell. Sabine's eyes narrowed yet again.


She would never do that. She knew he was self-conscious about them, that they made him feel ugly even though he wasn't in the slightest.


Wedge nudged Sabine, and she turned back to him. “You okay?” he asked. “You’re not acting like yourself.”


Sabine shook herself and returned her attention to the meager, bland offerings the Rebellion had coughed up from their eternally low supplies.


“I'm fine,” Sabine answered, and didn’t elaborate. They took their food over to a table along the wall, climbing over the benches and settling down to eat. She had, once again, forgotten about Ezra’s old friend when he appeared right beside her, startling her.


“Hey,” he said. “I thought you were heading back to the ship.”


Sabine swiveled toward him. “I changed my mind.”


“Did you talk to Hera?”


Sabine shrugged. “No. I’m not your personal assistant.” She caught the tail end of Wedge and Derry exchanging a look, and her eyes narrowed. “What are you two up to?”


“Nothing,” Ezra said. “Just catching up. It’s been awhile.”


“You know, you haven’t completed your chores on the ship.”


“You have chores?” Derry asked, arching a brow. Ezra colored.


“More like duties,” he said tightly, but he directed his answer at Sabine. “Can you cover for me? I need a night off.”


Sabine snorted, and Wedge shook his head with a smile, stirring the bowl of nutrient gel in front of him.


“We don’t get nights off,” Sabine said.


“Bridger, last time I took a night off, I was in a school play back home and my sister told everyone who my crush was and made me cry,” Wedge added. Derry chuckled, while Ezra scowled.


“C’mon, Sabine,” he said. “I’ll owe you one.”


“Well, in that case….”


Ezra grinned. “Thank you!”


“…absolutely not.”


“You play a tough game, Sabine,” Derry said with a smile, putting her hands on her hips.


“You can call me by my clan name, thanks,” Sabine answered without looking at the other woman. No one else spoke, and she let the awkwardness linger until Ezra growled and walked away, Derry following him. Sabine forced herself not to watch them leave.


“Okay,” Wedge said, “you want to tell me what that was all about?”


Sabine stood from the bench and grabbed her tray. “Not particularly.”
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“Has anyone seen Ezra?” Hera asked later that night when they were all sitting around the dejarik table relaxing a bit before bed. “I haven’t seen him in hours.”


Sabine’s brows rose. “You mean he hasn’t come back to the ship yet?”


The Twi’lek looked at her out of the corners of her eyes. “No… I assumed he was with you at some point.”


Blood boiling, Sabine stood from her seat. “He was not. He’s got a girlfriend.”


Zeb spewed his tea all over Chopper. “HA!”


“Maybe that’s the wrong word.”


Kanan and Hera both crossed their arms. “What is going on?” Hera asked over Zeb’s gales of laugher and Chopper’s electronic mirth (despite being showered with tea).


“It’s this new Intelligence girl,” Sabine explained. “Used to know Ezra back on Lothal. I guess we got her out at some point. Shae Derry.”


“I remember the name. Ezra’s never mentioned her.”


“Ezra never mentions anyone.”


Hera’s eyes cut over to Zeb, banging on Chopper’s dome as he continued to howl. “Get him back here,” she said. “This isn’t playtime. We’ve got a mission tomorrow, and I don’t want him…distracted.”


“I’ll go find him,” Sabine muttered, ignoring the implications. Zeb’s laughter followed her all the way down the ramp.


---


When she located Derry’s quarters, Sabine raised her fist and pounded on the door. “Hey, Derry,” she yelled through the door, not really caring if she was making a scene. “Let our Jedi out. We need him for a very important mission. Life or death, extremely critical, no time to waste.”


The lieutenant threw open the door with a glare. Against Sabine’s will, she looked her up and down, noting the mussed hair and swollen lips. “Excuse me?” Derry said. Behind her on the bunk, Ezra hurriedly sat up, yanked his shirt down from where it had hitched up on his stomach, shrugged on his coat, and fastened it.


Sabine crossed her arms. “I’m sorry, was I not clear? I can be a lot clearer.”


“I’ve checked your schedule, and you’re not due to ship out till – ”


“Shae, it’s fine,” Ezra said as he walked up behind her. Sabine met his eyes with her own, and he narrowed his. “I’ll see you later.” He clasped her hand and kissed her cheek, and Sabine wrinkled her nose in disgust. She didn’t even bother saying goodbye to the lieutenant as she and Ezra left. For a moment, she gloated to herself…until the image of him on Derry’s bunk wouldn’t leave her mind.


“So, you two have gotten rather cozy rather quickly,” she said. In her periphery, Ezra shrugged. It wasn’t like him to not answer and overshare every detail, so she prodded, “Hera isn’t happy that you were gone all evening, distracting yourself with…that. Whatever it is you’re doing, which…thanks, I don’t need to know.”


Suddenly, Ezra grabbed Sabine’s hand and yanked her into a dim, crumbling hallway. Dusty light filtered in from a broken window high up on the wall, and a tall heap of rubble sat in a corner. Ezra placed one hand on the stone wall and leaned into her.


“You jealous, Sabine?” he asked in a low voice, causing her to glower at him. She didn’t like how imposing he was right now, how his confidence and presence were directed at her in this way.


“No,” she answered. “What you do with your free time with your…assets…has nothing to do with me.”


“I thought it wasn’t free time. That Hera was mad I wasn’t there.”


Caught, Sabine felt her cheeks burn. “It wasn’t. That’s why I’m mad.”


Irritatingly, Ezra gave her a smile and pulled his hand away from the wall to cross his arms. “Oh, you’re mad, huh?”


Both Sabine’s blush and glare deepened. “You’re being irresponsible.”


Ezra barked a laugh and reached up to run his hand through his hair. Sabine watched him, noticing how the jacket stretched tight across his chest and thinking about it being off in Derry’s quarters, and that sliver of his taut stomach she’d seen before he pulled his rumpled shirt down.


“Irresponsible,” Ezra repeated. “Really. You’re something else.”


Furious, Sabine’s fists balled and her teeth ground together. “I’m something else? At least I’m doing my duty, not getting handsy with some Intelligence lieutenant and fooling around!”


“Okay, first off,” Ezra started, looking way too kriffing amused for this conversation, “I wasn’t even on duty. Second, ‘duty’ has a pretty lax definition around here, if you hadn’t noticed. Third, my pants were on.”


“They could’ve been on, but not zipped.”


“Were you looking?”


“Of course I wasn’t looking,” Sabine replied acidly.


“Really?”


Just for that, Sabine socked him in the shoulder.


“Ow!” he cried, gripping the injury. “What was that for?”


“Mentioning your pants!” Sabine said. “You’re being a brat!”


A victorious grin spread across Ezra’s face, and he poked her in the chest. “You are jealous. You are!”


Sabine decided to try a different tack, forcing herself to play it down and roll her eyes. “Look, it’s been awhile since I’ve gotten any attention, if you know what I mean, and I get lonely, too.”


“I don’t think that’s it. You can lie to yourself, but don’t lie to me. It bothers you.”


Defeated, Sabine shook her head and avoided eye contact. “It doesn’t matter. You’ve moved on, and I have to be okay with that.”


Immediately, Ezra dropped the teasing, and regret suffused Sabine’s entire body. She looked anywhere but at him, and she focused on trying to breathe through a tight chest.


“What?” he finally said, his voice quiet.


For a moment, Sabine’s brain whirled with how to play this. That had slipped out, and now she couldn’t take it back. Either way, this was not a conversation she wanted to be having with him, right here, right now, in this hallway on base, when it was late at night and she was tired.


Except part of her was keyed up, adrenaline pumping through her tense body. She licked her lips, still trying to come up with an answer. Suddenly, unbidden, an image rose up in her mind of him swooping down to kiss her hard, pushing her back against the wall. Urging her legs up around his waist. Breathless gasps mingling together. She wanted to kiss him and claim him, to tell him his scars weren’t ugly, that they only made him more beautiful in her eyes.


Slowly, it seemed, Sabine came back to her senses, the fantasy dissolving around her and her face warming further. Ezra was still staring at her, and how had she never noticed before what a brilliant blue his eyes were? So intense and clear as the most priceless gem. As if he, too, were priceless…to her…


“I’ve never moved on,” Ezra said quietly, and that was too much. Without another word, Sabine turned, ducked under his arm, and walked away, headed back toward the Ghost and wondering why this did, indeed, bother her so much.
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You Jealous? Pt. 4
Chapter Summary


Ezra goes back to Shae, but really, all he can think about is Sabine.
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After Sabine left the hallway, Ezra ran a quick hand back through his hair and leaned his head against the wall, blowing out a breath.


It doesn’t matter. You’ve moved on, and I have to be okay with that.


He’d been messing with her up till that point, thinking she was just uncomfortable witnessing him being physical with someone, or, really, witnessing affection at all.


But she was actually jealous. Jealous of Shae. Which meant…


She had feelings for him.


That thought did things to Ezra he didn’t think possible. He felt light, happy, warm, relieved, grateful…


Shae was beautiful, no doubt about that, but she didn’t compare to Sabine even remotely. However, by this point in time, Ezra had completely given up hope of Sabine ever noticing him as a romantic prospect. He’d resigned himself to being her best friend, her sparring partner, her occasional punching bag when Chopper or Zeb weren’t around. And that was okay. He really liked having Sabine as a friend, and he really enjoyed being around her, despite a personality that didn’t make her easy to get along with. She listened to him talk endlessly, about the same thing over and over sometimes, while she did her own thing (athough sometimes she would draw on him if he went on too long, and only until it was too late and she’d made a massive canvas out of him would he notice). Maybe she tuned him out, but she never told him to leave or go away (at least, not anymore). She laughed at his jokes, she patched him up with a roll of her eyes when he got hurt. When something was important to him, even if it was silly, she never made fun of him or laughed. She would even occasionally defend him to someone – sometimes even to Zeb. From the time he met her in that gun turret, Ezra had spent literally hours fantasizing about her, from the simplest of things (her giving his arm a squeeze after a mission, along with a smile she only seemed to save just for him, and telling him she was impressed by him), to thoughts he would never admit out loud that made him feel guilty the next time he saw her.


Sabine was prickly, irritable, and prone to hitting him. Half the time she looked like she might bite his head off and swallow him whole if he so much as tried to give her a hug. But she was perfect and he wouldn’t have her any other way.


Ezra was supposed to head back to the Ghost with her, but he couldn’t make himself go, not after that conversation. He had too much nervous energy to work off, and he found himself at Shae’s door again. Before he could stop himself, he knocked, and a moment later, she opened it. She smiled to see him again and turned back into the room to sit on her bunk while he lingered in the doorway. Shae was the first and only girl he’d ever kissed, and he’d certainly spent his share of time dreaming about her. When she’d left, he was devastated, same as he was when Mo left (because everybody left him in the end, right? That was always how it worked.). Having her back was wonderful; she was a link to his past (not that he necessarily cared to remember it), and they could talk about Lothal. Talk about home. There were things she understood that the Ghost crew didn’t, because they shared the same homeplanet and even hometown. They’d spent so much time talking in the single day that they’d been reunited. Shae linked him back to an easier time. Maybe not happier, but…simpler.


“Everything all right?” she asked, arms posted up straight on the bed on either side of her.


“Yeah, it’s fine,” Ezra said, though it didn’t feel fine.


You’ve moved on, and I have to be okay with that.


“Ez…is there something I’m stepping into here between you and your crewmate?”


He shook his head, though something flashed inside him at the thought of him and Sabine together. Embarrassment. Desire. And hearing his old nickname from Shae’s lips felt…weird.


“No, not at all,” he answered.


“But you guys have a past.”


Ezra shrugged. “Sure we do. We’ve been crewmates for three years.”


“Not that kind of past.”


He caught her meaning. “Oh.”


Shae’s gaze was all too knowing for Ezra’s liking, except the thing was, there was nothing to know. “But you guys did have something at some point?” she pressed. “Slept together?”


Ezra felt his cheeks burst into flames. “What? No, nothing like that. I haven’t been with anyone.”


Shae’s brows briefly jumped at his admission of being a virgin – which he rarely dwelled on and didn’t think of as a problem, so why was she so shocked? He was only seventeen. He was also well aware people in the Rebellion had flings like they had extra gas cartridges for their blasters. In fact – and unfortunately – he’d stumbled into more than his fair share of them, both on base and back on Lothal in dark alleys he should’ve been avoiding, but had wound up in out of desperation for one thing or another. People in the Rebellion didn’t tend to be all that discreet – when you might die tomorrow, who cared? And with the way he’d grown up as a street kid, he’d found himself in seedier areas more often than he cared to remember. So he was no innocent summer child, unaware of how things worked. But, Force, like he had the time for that, or like he wanted it with anyone besides –


“Really,” Shae replied.


Ezra frowned. “So?” She shrugged.


“I’m just surprised.”


“Surprised? Why?”


“You know…” She gestured vaguely at him. “The whole Jedi thing.”


Ezra honestly had no idea why that would make him any more desirable than the next guy, a guy maybe taller, more muscular, better looking, less prone to say dumb, awkward stuff or put his foot in his mouth. At any rate, he did occasionally wish he were someone else, regardless of his Jedi powers and whatever Shae thought about them boosting his desirability.


Besides: it wasn’t like he’d gotten offers. He wasn’t exactly in one place long enough to even notice girls, much less interact with them or anything further. The crew was rarely even on base.


Ezra walked further into the room, simultaneously wanting to allay Shae's fears and linger on the thought of him and Sabine…like that… “It’s nothing like that,” he repeated, taking Shae into his arms as she stood from the bunk. She draped her arms over his shoulders.


“You just have this…vibe between you,” she said.


Stars, was she jealous, too? Where was all this coming from?


“Vibe?” Ezra repeated, reaching up to rub her arm. “We don’t have a vibe. She’s my best friend. I don’t think of her like that. I never have. That would be…” It would be what? Everything he’d ever wanted? “Weird,” he lied. “I mean, sure, she’s super competent and capable, great to have on your team and at your back, smart and talented…” Shae cocked her head, as if wondering where he was going with this. “But just a friend,” he hurriedly added. “A really good friend.”


Shae regarded him, as if trying to gauge his sincerity. Ezra just stared back at her, really, really unsure as to how to handle this. He wouldn’t qualify what he and Shae had back on Lothal as a relationship, but this, now, was supposed to be one. That he knew. He also knew he completely lacked any and all experience with women and tended to put his foot in his mouth more often than not. Her reaction to his earlier admission told him she had way more experience than he did, and he felt out of his element.


With Sabine, things were easy. They were friends, and he never – at least, not anymore – felt like he didn’t know how to act around her. As their relationship had shifted to close friendship, he’d felt less of a need to impress her (not that it had ever worked before; in fact, it always backfired dramatically), and things between them were natural. They fit each other perfectly, her filling in the gaps where he was lacking. It was like they were two halves of one whole, conforming to each other seamlessly. In battle, they were one unit, unstoppable. A force to be reckoned with.


One.


Ezra swallowed as he looked into Shae’s clear blue eyes. That thought, while he was supposed to be with another girl, didn’t sit right. So he defaulted to being physical, which didn’t feel like the entirely wrong move, necessarily… Bending down, he pressed his lips to hers, and she responded, kissing him back with a smile on her lips. He shifted to slide his arms around her as hers tightened around his neck, and as they kissed, good as it was, his mind drifted back to the corridor with Sabine. Her staring defiantly at him after she’d slipped and admitted she had feelings for him, and his heart thundering as he waited with bated breath for her to respond. He felt the tension rolling off her through the Force in pounding waves, mingled with anger and nervousness and fear and want and creating a heady, charged concoction he wasn’t sure even he could handle, even with as well as he knew her. It took all of his focus and Jedi training to withstand it and not give in. In his mind’s eye, he saw himself seizing the chance and kissing her, pressing her up against that wall and showing her what he was capable of and what he could give her.


Abruptly, Ezra pulled away from Shae. His mind shouldn’t be going there. He shouldn’t be thinking about Sabine’s legs wrapped around his waist while he was kissing another girl.


Shae, however, didn’t pick up on his change, though she could obviously tell that he was worked up. The thing was, it wasn’t about her. Smiling, Shae took hold of the front of his jacket and said, “Want to stay the night?”


Ezra wasn’t entirely sure about her implication. For one thing, he’d never been propositioned. For another, surely she wouldn’t be trying to jump in bed with him when they’d just been reacquainted a day, right? And lastly, well, after what he’d confessed earlier…


“Um,” he replied dumbly.


Shae laughed and shook her hair back from her face. “Relax, Ez. I’m not trying to get you in bed. Not like that.”


Ezra swallowed a lump he didn’t realize was in his throat, and he nodded. “Okay. Good,” he said. “Because I’m not…”


Ready.


Well, shavit, he didn’t seem to be able to shut himself up about this, or stop himself from babbling stupid things. Sabine would just poke him in the shoulder and tease him. How much experience did she have, he wondered? She’d casually mentioned a couple of boyfriends from the Academy, with the last one being someone she didn’t want to talk about much. When he’d tried to bring the guy up, her mood had turned dark.


The knot of pressure in Ezra’s chest refused to abate and made it hard to breathe. He didn’t think it had anything to do with Shae, though, or her offer. It took him a moment to realize it was tension, tension at the thought of Sabine.


Sabine, who was his best friend.


Sabine, who was unattainable.


“Sure,” Ezra found himself saying. “I’ll stay.”


You Jealous? Pt. 5
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Morning didn’t make things easier. Sabine shifted uncomfortably in her bunk, trying not to think about that stupid, brief fantasy she’d had in the hallway of the base. Trying to ignore the dreams she’d had last night. Her feelings were purely biological. Evolutionary. Base. Another person had shown interest in Ezra; ergo, it made him a more desirable mate because another showed he was desirable. That was all this was. Pure science. She didn’t want Ezra, not in that way. He was her friend, her partner, her crewmate. Thinking of him like that…was disrespectful.


Yes. That was what she decided, as she got ready for the day and slouched out to the common room for breakfast. Everyone was there already…except the young Jedi.


“Where’s Ezra?” Sabine asked as she got a bowl of cold grains from the galley. “He out for a morning run?” Jerk, she thought. Didn’t even ask me. So wrapped up in his dumb girlfriend, he didn’t even think –


“I haven’t seen him this morning,” Hera said coolly. “At all.”


Something very unpleasant struck hard in Sabine’s chest. “You mean he didn’t come back last night?”


Hera shook her head, and the fact that she wouldn’t say any more, wouldn’t meet Sabine’s eyes, meant she was angry. The quieter Hera got, the worse it was.


Zeb’s mouth dropped open. “I thought I just missed him this morning. He really didn’t come back?” Again, another head-shake from the Twi’lek. Again, like yesterday, Zeb burst out into laughter and elbowed Chopper, chuckling maliciously to himself. “You know what that means. Ezra got l – ”


“Garazeb Orrelios!” Hera scolded, pinning him with a glare. Then she turned back to Sabine. “I had hoped, again, that he was with you. Find him.”


Just as Sabine was storming out of the ship, the guy himself rounded the ramp. “Hey, Sabine,” he said congenially, like nothing was wrong.


“Where were you last night?” she asked him tartly. “You didn’t come back, and everyone knows it.”


“Ah, yeah.” He reached up to rub the back of his neck. “I should’ve commed you.”


“You should’ve not done it.” But he hadn’t answered the question, and Sabine narrowed her eyes. “So…where were you?”


“With Shae.”


So Zeb was right, much as she hadn’t wanted to believe it. He’d spent the night with her. Despite her best efforts, Sabine’s face fell, her mouth parting slightly at the answer. Something uncomfortable burned in her chest, something hard and cold and…painful. Ezra, who’d always been in tune with her, must have noticed the change in her, and his face slackened, too.


“I didn’t…I wasn’t…y’know, with her,” he said. “Just spent the night.”


A bolt of unexpected relief plunged through Sabine. Not wanting to show how it affected her, she shook her head and turned her back on him. “You’ll have to answer to Hera.”


Ezra followed her back into the Ghost to the common room, where he was met with a stony look from their captain.


“Ezra,” Hera said. “You know the rules.”


Again, he rubbed his neck. “Sorry, Hera,” he said. “I guess I got carried away.”


Hera folded her arms, and he looked over at Kanan. Sabine saw disappointment on Ezra’s face when he saw Kanan’s disapproval.


“ ‘Carried away?’ ” Hera repeated, then started ticking offenses off on her fingers. “You didn’t tell us where you were. You didn’t come back when I told you to. You skipped out on your crew duties. This is the behavior I expected from a fourteen-year-old street kid when he first joined the crew, not a seventeen-year-old Jedi.”


Suitably admonished – and in front of the entire crew, no less – Ezra looked down at the deck, chagrined. “I’m sorry, Hera,” he said again, his fists clenching. “It won’t happen again.”


Hera nodded in acknowledgment. “Scrub duty,” she said. “The next three days. I want this ship scrubbed top to bottom every free moment you’ve got.”


Ezra’s shoulders slumped further. “I understand.”


“Good. Now, tell us about this girl that’s got you forgetting your duties to the Rebellion.”


Ezra glanced at Sabine, who gave him an impassive expression back. “She’s great,” he said. “Really smart. You guys would like her.”


“And I hear she’s in Intelligence.”


“Yeah, she works under Captain Andor.”


“I’ll bet she does,” Sabine muttered, then colored when she realized she’d said it aloud and everyone was now staring at her. She cleared her throat and cocked her head, returning their stares with a look on her face that said, Challenge me?


“Good,” Hera said carefully, keeping her eyes on Sabine for a moment. “She sounds nice.”


Conversation came to a dead stop then, until Hera stood and told them all to get on with their day. Zeb lumbered toward Ezra, a wicked grin on his face and a burbling Chopper in his wake.


“Well, regardless of what our captain says, I’m proud of you, kid,” the big Lasat said, clapping his roommate on the shoulder so hard Ezra nearly fell over. “Congratulations: you are now a man. Didn’t think you had it in you.”


Chopper replied with something off-color, turning Zeb’s words around, and Ezra scowled at both of them.


“Just…butt out of my business,” he replied. Zeb chortled to himelf as he left the room, and Chopper pumped up his manipulators at Ezra, as if to say, Nice one, tough guy. Ezra rolled his eyes and turned back to Sabine.


“You’re not even going to correct them?” she asked, somewhat irritated by his choice. He shook his head.


“What’s the point?”


“I dunno, setting the record straight so they know what to properly tease you about?”


Ezra’s mouth quirked up in what was, disturbingly, a rather sexy half-smile. Then he put his hands on his hips and said, “It seems to me you’re the only one bothered by it. If you’re so concerned about it, why don’t you tell them? And set the record straight.”


Sabine colored, not liking the look in his eye that said he saw right through her. The image of them together in the corridor flashed through her head, and she wondered if he could see that, too. She hurriedly slammed a mental wall down on her thoughts. Then she shook her hair back and tried to play it off.


“You’re such a dumb guy,” she responded, and started to breeze past him. But he whirled on her in a flash and grabbed her arm.


“Sabine, wait,” he said. His voice was softer now, all trace of humor gone. She turned back to him. “What you said in the corridor…I can’t stop thinking about it.”


Oh no. No, no, no. Her mind raced, trying to figure out how to play this.


“Okay?” she finally said. Firm, somewhat challenging, and the ball was still in his court.


Ezra let go of her arm and took a half-step closer to her. His move forced her to tilt her head up to look at him. When had he gotten so tall?


“Did you mean it?” he asked quietly.


“Did I mean what?” she replied, both to stall and to make him say it. Maybe if he didn’t, they wouldn’t have to have this conversation at all.


“You said I’d moved on, and that you had to be okay with that.”


She had to backpeddle. She had to. Get herself out of this any way she could. Survival mode kicked in, blotting out all other reason that might otherwise shape her response.


“I meant I need to get used to seeing you as someone other girls want,” Sabine replied. “That’s all.”


Ezra, however, clearly didn’t buy it. His brow furrowed. “If you don’t want me seeing her…if you don’t want me seeing anyone…”


Sabine shook her head. “No, that’s not it.”


That was it.


“I want you to be happy,” she clarified. “You of all people deserve that. I want to see you happy.”


“Then why react that way?” he asked. “When you saw me with Shae?”


His eyes had a horrible effect on her. They always had. They were so sincere and open and kind, and now, as she looked into them, she felt helpless to fight him.


“I think,” Ezra said quietly, moving even closer to her, now completely in her space, “you sensed something, or felt something, I don’t know, something between us, and you’re afraid of it.”


Sabine fiercely shook her head. “Don’t do that,” she said tersely. “Don’t try to read me with your stupid magic powers.”


“I’m not. I’m not using the Force at all.”


Furious, scared, panicking, she knew she had to get away. Put distance between them. She turned on her heel and strode away, leaving him there at the other end of the common room.


“Sabine,” he called after her. “Don’t. Please. Just talk to me.”


Knowing she was being an ass – and being unfair to him – she halted and turned back. He approached again, and once again, they stood close together, as if she’d never escaped him at all.


“Please don’t do this, Ezra,” she pleaded, captivated by his gaze and unable to look away.


“I’m not trying to do anything to you,” he said. “I just want the truth.”


“I can’t” – her voice caught – “give it to you. And you need to let this drop.”


This was agony for him, she realized. Finally, after almost three years, she’d let it slip that she’d come to develop feelings for him, something he, at this point, never thought would happen. And now she wouldn’t face them. The thing was, though, she couldn’t. She wasn’t ready to. She’d never meant to admit her feelings to him – ever – and now that they were out, she didn’t know how to process them. It was just so complicated with Ezra, in ways it never was back at the Academy. Things were spiraling out of control. Her eyes dipped down to his lips momentarily, wondering what it would feel like to give in and just kiss him, wondering how soft his lips were and what he tasted like. What it would be like to experience that kind of closeness with him, someone she’d been close with on a platonic level for years now. How his arms might feel around her, how his tongue might feel in her mouth, how his hands might feel on her bare skin…


“Please, just talk to me,” Ezra begged. “I’m not going to shoot you down or laugh or reject you or…or anything like that. You know I won’t.”


Finally, she forced herself to break eye contact, and she rubbed at her temple with her hand. “Ezra…” she whispered, wishing she could give him more than this, but knowing she absolutely, without question, was not in a place to do anything about it – if she even wanted to do anything about it at all. She should’ve felt exhilaration. There were mutual feelings, and that was always exciting. It had happened twice for her at the Academy, and each time, it was so heady and a whirlwind of emotions and tingling feelings.


This, though…there was that, yes, but it was mostly overshadowed by all-consuming fear.


“We’re friends,” Sabine continued, her voice thin. “And I’m not ready. Whatever you think…” She swallowed, then forced the words out. “…this is, I’m still trying to process it. I’m not ready to discuss it yet. I can’t.”


She sensed he wanted to push the issue. A year ago, maybe he would have. But instead, he simply nodded and said, “Okay.”


It looked like it took every single micron of his willpower to say it.


The next day, Ezra casually mentioned that he and Shae weren’t seeing each other anymore. Sabine shrugged at his response, while turning away to hide a small smile she couldn’t help from crossing her face.


Ezra never brought Shae up again.
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Shot at the Night, Pt. 1
Chapter Summary


Hera sends them back to the planet in the “Surveillance” arc for some undercover work.


“If this goes well and we get the intel we need from the governor,” Hera continued, frowning extra hard when Ezra shoved Sabine under the table, “then we might even send you in undercover.”
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He was staring.


He knew he was staring.


But he couldn’t stop it. He couldn’t look away.


Until Sabine narrowed her eyes and gave him an extremely vicious glare, at which point, he found something else to look at.


Hera wanted them to go in undercover to the governor’s new year’s ball on Ertis. They’d checked up on the system every so often after Ezra and Sabine had gone there early last year to surveil it. Now, Hera decided, was a good time to get some real intel, since they hadn’t been able to gather much covertly from their stake-outs.


A ball meant dressing up, and Ezra was currently feeling very self-conscious in the suit Alliance Intelligence had managed to dig up for him. It was uncomfortable and didn’t fit right, too stiff and dragging along his skin. He kept clawing at the collar, while Hera kept slapping his hands away.


Sabine, however…


They’d forced her into a dress. Long, black, form-fitting, some sort of slinky material that moved like liquid. It wasn’t that low-cut by general standards, but it dipped down her chest in a little V that revealed more skin than Ezra was used to seeing on her. She’d given in on the dress on the condition that she could still wear her boots and concealed weapons. Intelligence also wanted them disguised, which meant she wore a long brunette wig that she’d styled into an updo, along with a lot of makeup. Ezra had been issued lenses that disguised the color of his eyes and changed them into a dark brown. He wasn’t entirely sure he’d gotten them in right, because he was still blinking a lot and his eyes hurt. “Not much we can do about your hair,” the Intelligence agent outfitting them said. “It’s so damn short.” She’d suggested a wig, which he had adamantly refused.


Much as he hated getting dressed up in this stupid outfit, there were some benefits – such as Sabine having to use her makeup to conceal his scars. She was very thorough with it, working quietly, lightly tapping and brushing his face with her fingertips as she blended the color out.


She’d never touched his face like that before. Shivers ran over him when she did. And her face, too, was so close… Then she clicked the top closed on her product and tapped his jaw. “You missed a spot shaving.”


“What’re you staring at?” she snarled now, and Ezra looked away, embarrassed but a lot more excited about this mission than he previously was.


“You both look great,” Hera said. “Get going.”


---


“You’re supposed to give me your arm.”


“What?”


Sabine demonstrated, tucking her fist to her stomach and sticking her elbow out.


“What?” Ezra repeated. Sabine sighed loudly and rolled her eyes to the heavens while simultaneously shaking her head.


“You really are uncultured,” she said.


“I’m sorry,” Ezra replied unapologetically as she grabbed his arm and adjusted it into place, “not a lot of cotillion going on when I was, you know, seven and on the street.”


“You know what cotillion is?” Sabine looped her arm through his as he rolled his eyes.


“Yeah, I’m not a complete culchie.”


Sabine chuckled, which made Ezra smile. Her earlier remark wasn’t a real insult, just part of a longstanding insult-based teasing tradition they’d had since Ezra had first joined the crew and Sabine had spit out her sandwich when she saw him eating straight out of a container they all shared.


“Don’t be so awkward,” Sabine hissed as they walked up to the garden patio in the back. They’d figured the best and easiest way to infiltrate would be around the back. Not a lot of guards watched the area, and the ones who were out there were on smoke breaks and disinclined to do much guarding.


“Sorry,” Ezra hissed back. “This isn’t exactly ordinary for me.”


Confidently, Sabine yanked him closer by her elbow, connected to his. “We’re supposed to be in love.”


Ezra snorted so loud she cast him a sideways look, her perfectly arched brows raised. He caught her eye, so he was able to see the moment the comment truly registered with her. In response, she narrowed her eyes and shook her head at him, but he didn’t sense anger. More like…discomfort. But with a little bit of amusement underneath.


“I have a very sharp vibroblade strapped to my leg,” she muttered. “Don’t make me use it.”


“Oh?” Ezra replied. “Maybe I should check it to be sure it’s in working order. You know. Safety precautions and all. Can’t have anything going wrong at a critical moment.”


“I’ll show you something going wrong at a critical moment,” she muttered, then pointed at the giant fountain and surrounding pool to their right. “I will dunk you in that,” she added. “I swear I will. I don’t care how special you are.”


Ezra laughed, and she unlinked her arm and pushed at his shoulder. Unbeknownst to them – somehow – a couple had approached to pass by them, and as Ezra glanced at them, a smile on his face, he saw they had smiles on their faces, too. They clearly thought he and Sabine really were a couple, fondly joking around with each other, which made him look away and try to fight a bigger smile that wanted to cross his face.


“Come on,” he said, taking her elbow again. “Let’s get this over with.”


---


Kanan and Hera had done their best to show Ezra the basics of dancing, but he had failed to catch on even in the slightest. In short, he was hopeless, so that half an hour into their mission, Sabine was already complaining about her hurt toes.


“And that’s in boots, mind you,” she muttered. “Mandalorian boots.”


“Look, I’ve already apologized a bunch of times,” Ezra replied. “I can’t be good at everything.”


“We’ll add this one to the list. Dammit, Dev!” she snapped as he trod on her foot again. “Dancing, tidiness, choosing music…what else are you bad at?”


Ezra shrugged, trying not to think about her hand in his and his other hand on her waist, the thin black fabric warm under his palm. “Shaving, apparently.”


“Girls.”


“I’m good at girls.”


“You don’t even know what that means.”


“No, I don’t.”


Sabine smiled at him, and Ezra’s chest seized. Her makeup was way too heavy, and she didn’t really look like herself, but that smile was a special one, the one she reserved just for him. He felt his lips involuntarily twitch – he was thinking about kissing her again – and he shifted his gaze to the silvery earrings that dangled from her ears, thin and so long they nearly brushed her bare shoulders near her collarbone. He wondered what that skin would feel like under his fingers, under his lips…


“Check it out,” Sabine said, nodding to the side. Ezra wrenched his gaze from her and looked where she indicated, to see the governor ducking out for the first time that night. Leaning in close to Ezra so her mouth was near his ear and only he could hear her, she added, “Just like we’ve seen during our other trips here.” Ezra shivered as her lips brushed his ear, and his hand clenched involuntarily on hers. “Ow. Lighten up, ace.”


Then, to make the situation worse than it already was, she let go of his hand, removed her other one from his shoulder, and wrapped her arms around his neck – to maintain more cover, of course, but Ezra gulped to have her this close to him. She’d sprayed something on, perfume or something the Alliance had dug up for her, and while it wasn’t the scent he was used to from her, it still smelled good. Feminine. His pulse raced, and he was sure she could feel his heart pounding with her chest pressed up tight to his.


“He takes people up to the rooftop garden a couple times an hour,” Sabine said, her voice right in his ear again and her warm arms resting against his neck. “Same sketchy stuff as before.”


Ezra swallowed. His brain wasn’t functioning right, not with her this close to him, smelling so good, and looking so, so breathtaking. “Okay.”


She moved away from him, putting space in between them that he both hated and needed. They kept a low profile for the next hour, observing the governor and his comings and goings to see if they’d changed (which they hadn’t).


The two rebels were back out on the dancefloor again when an opportunity presented itself for them to act and get into the maintenance room that overlooked the governor’s office. Sabine was distracted, surreptitiously casing the room again, and Ezra couldn’t get her attention. Once she looked back at him, though, she was too far away for him to tell her without risking being overheard.


Finally, he leaned in and said over the music, “I have something to say!”


Sabine acted quickly, taking his hands in hers and spinning smoothly under his arms. At the end of the spin, her back pressed right up against his chest and her ear was right by his mouth. His arms crossed over her front…holding her.


“Yes?” she said, and she didn’t look affected in the slightest. All thoughts left Ezra’s head.


“Uh…” he said, desperately trying to remember what it was he wanted to say. Her fingers were laced in his, and she squeezed painfully tight, reminding him of where they were and the danger they were in. If they were found out in this room full of Imperials, they’d be taken away and imprisoned – and that was the best scenario. Worst was being shipped off straight to Thrawn. Now was not the time to mess around and get distracted.


“You had something to say?” Sabine prompted.


Ezra shook himself back to reality and took a deep breath. Her body moved with his as his chest rose and fell. “R-right,” he said, then ducked his head to speak in her ear. “Uh, now might be a good time to move. I think our room is free.”


Sabine let go of one of his hands, but kept her fingers laced in the other, pulling him after her toward the exit. Anyone watching wouldn’t think anything of it.


Once they were out in the quiet hall, the music mostly muted by the walls and closed doors, Ezra started yanking at his collar again. “This thing is horrible. Pure torture.”


“You think I like this any better?” Sabine asked as they walked.


“I like it.”


For a beat, she didn’t say anything, and Ezra wondered if he should’ve kept his mouth shut. Probably.


“You do?” she asked. She sounded, of all things, unsure.


Ezra shrugged. “ ’Course I do. You look beautiful.”


Sabine looked down and plucked at the tight fabric. “It’s just so…girly.”


“Well, you’re a girl.”


She rolled her eyes, and just like that, the moment was over. Ezra winced and reached up to rub his eyebrow. “I just meant…”


“I know what you meant.” Her tone was sharp. “I don’t have to conform to societal norms of femininity to be beautiful or considered a woman.”


“No, that’s not what I meant at all.” Ezra stopped and grabbed her wrist without thinking about it. She stopped with him, looking up at him, waiting for his response. “I just meant…you can wear pretty things and still be tough, and people can still think you’re pretty. And tough. And strong. ‘Sometimes the strongest warriors are hidden under the most surprising guises.’ ”


Sabine’s brow furrowed, and she cocked her head. “Where’d you get that one from?”


Ezra’s throat went dry, and he felt melancholy all of a sudden. “It was from my mom. She used to tell me that. I didn’t get it at the time, but…now I do.”


Sabine smiled, and he relaxed a bit. “She was very beautiful. And yes, very strong. Your dad, too. Handsome and strong.”


Ezra gave her a smile back, the gesture still touched by sadness. “Well, at least I got the strength from them.”


“And the looks.” Sabine broke eye contact and nodded down the hallway. “Let’s go.”


Shot at the Night, Pt. 2
Chapter Summary


Ezra and Sabine spy on the governor and have a conversation about how they feel about each other.


 


Sabine shook her head fiercely, though he didn’t know what she meant by that gesture. “I can’t lose you,” she said tersely. “It’s not worth it, Ezra.”
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The maintenance room was deserted – and unlocked – when they slipped in. The Ghost crew had chosen it specifically because of its prime location to Governor Trebben’s personal office. It overlooked it, with a large vent allowing the two rebels to see through and into the space. Ezra locked the door behind him as Sabine sat against one wall in the dark, while he sat against the opposite wall. The room was small enough that with their legs stretched out, their feet touched. All they had to do now was wait Trebben out.


Ezra tried not to think about Sabine’s last comment to him: And the looks. She was complimenting his appearance after saying she thought his mom was beautiful and his dad was handsome. In other words, she thought he was attractive. While the things she’d been saying to him lately made his heart sing, he really wished she’d be more blunt. Why couldn’t she just come out and say what she truly meant?


Well, because that was Sabine, of course. That was her way.


Now, Ezra figured, would be a good time to meditate, before his mind wandered too far. He got up onto his knees, took a deep breath, and closed his eyes. Meditating, he figured, would be better than to focus on Sabine’s presence, right there across from him, wearing a beautiful gown that showed off every single aspect of her perfect body, leaving so little to his imagination…


Ezra blew the breath out and concentrated, forcing his hands to stay loose on his thighs. Meditating wasn’t easy in this stupid suit he’d been given, and he was very uncomfortable.


Push it away…push past it…it doesn’t matter…nothing matters but the Force…


I just want the truth.


You need to let this drop.


Please, just talk to me.


Whatever you think this is, I’m still trying to process it. I’m not ready to discuss it yet. I can’t.


Deep breath. In…then out. Sink deeper into the Force. Repeat.


They hadn’t talked any more about that conversation. A week had passed, and it was like it had never happened. Sabine didn’t bring it up, he sure as hell didn’t bring it up, and no one else was aware of it. So, for all intents and purposes, it disappeared. And if he knew Sabine Wren at all, it was quite possible it would never, ever come up again.


The thought made him more glum than he cared to admit.


Also, he was getting absolutely nowhere with this meditation.


Ezra cleared his mind again, tried again, finally felt himself start to sink into it.


“Ezra.”


Like a homing beacon, his mind immediately zeroed in on her voice and her presence until it filled his entire awareness. Straightening his back, breathing in through his nose, he let out the breath and said, “Yeah?”


“I’m sorry about that conversation last week,” Sabine said. “I probably made you mad.”


“I’m not mad.”


“Right. I guess you don’t get mad.”


Ezra opened his eyes and blinked, trying to figure out what she was getting at with that last statement. Looking over at her in the dark, he saw her picking at her nails, which she’d had to paint for this mission.


“I get mad,” he said. “I’m human.”


Sabine allowed herself a small smile. “Sometimes I forget.”


Meditation was absolutely not happening tonight. “Hey,” Ezra said, getting out of his kneeling position and moving across the room so that he had his back up against the wall next to her. “It’s fine. Has this been eating at you all week?”


She nodded but still wouldn’t look at him. “A little.”


“I’m not hurt. I mean, I get it. I know how you are, and how you – ” He abruptly came to a stop, but then decided his words were okay. “Feel about things.”


Sabine frowned, staring intently at her nails. “It could go so wrong,” she murmured.


Shock hit Ezra. Shavit. This was it. It had come out of nowhere, and…they were actually talking about it.


“What could?” Ezra asked in as light and neutral a voice as he could manage, not wanting to spook her. Sabine’s presence shifted from nervous to agitated, and her gaze remained firmly fixed on her nails.


“Us,” she said bluntly, shocking Ezra again with her candor. “I’m just afraid…if I got into a relationship with you…that things would blow up in my face. In both our faces.”


Ezra shifted uncomfortably, not sure how to handle this. This was, after all, what he’d wanted last week when he’d tried to talk to Sabine on the Ghost, and she hadn’t been ready. She’d sounded like she was willing to consider the conversation – and maybe a relationship – in the future, but he had no way to know how long he’d have to wait for it to come up again. Honestly, he’d assumed anywhere between five years and never.


“Yeah, I guess that could…that could happen,” Ezra admitted. “But what if it doesn’t?”


Sabine shook her head fiercely, though he didn’t know what she meant by that gesture. “I can’t lose you,” she said tersely. “It’s not worth it, Ezra.”


He didn’t acknowledge her slip with using his real name instead of his Dev Morgan alias. He’d personally done everything he could to avoid calling her Ria Talla. Her slipping like that, when she never messed up on mission, showed how deeply this bothered her. And he really didn’t have a good argument against what she said, other than what he’d already said.


“So you are afraid,” he said. “Of…this. Whatever it is. Between us.”


Sabine clicked her nails together and then looked over at the vent. Alternating stripes of light and dark painted her face. “Yes, I suppose I am.”


“Because of me.”


“Because you’re my friend and we work together, yeah. I mean, we live together. If something goes wrong, how are we supposed to recover from that? What if we wind up hating each other?”


Quietly, Ezra said, “I could never hate you. Not you.”


For a moment, she didn’t reply, and Ezra took a chance and slowly reached out for her hand. She let him take it and slide their fingers together, their hands clasped on her knee.


“I could never hate you, either,” she said.


Ezra bit the inside of his cheek, trying to figure out the next words to say. It would be so easy to scare her off now, with just one wrong or misplaced word.


“I know you don’t really talk about the last guy you were with,” he said carefully. “Did something happen?”


As usual, Sabine’s mood instantly soured. Her fingers clenched involuntarily on Ezra’s. “Yeah. Kind of. He’d been after me to go out with him since I got to the Academy. Eventually I just caved because I was so sick of him, and I figured, what was the harm? But he got really pushy, really quickly. He tried to get me to do stuff with him I didn’t want to do. I’ve never felt the need to have a relationship in my life anyway, and then this di’kut came along.”


Ezra swallowed, not liking what he was hearing and wondering how bad it had gotten. “Was he okay to you?”


Sabine shrugged. “Okay in the sense that he wasn’t an abusive jerk or anything, just a very hormonal sixteen-year-old who knew what he wanted. He was nice enough in his way; just wouldn’t take no for an answer.”


“Did you…I mean…”


Again, Sabine fell silent. When she didn’t reply, Ezra turned fully to her and brought his other hand up to hold hers between his palms.


“Sabine,” he said earnestly, keeping his voice low so no one would hear him use her real name, “I would never make you do anything you didn’t want to do. Like with anything, ever, but I mean, with me. We wouldn’t even have to do anything at all. I would never do that to you. I couldn’t. I’m not like that.”


She seemed to rouse herself out of wherever she’d gone. “No, I know,” she replied. “That’s not really my concern.”


“I really don’t think anything would be different if we decided to try a relationship,” Ezra said. “We’re already best friends and know each other better than anyone. We might as well be in one anyway. We’re practically there.”


“Well,” Sabine said dryly. “Some things would change.”


Ezra’s gaze caught on her mouth, shiny and tempting and full with all the layers of gloss on it. His heart started beating too hard, and he swallowed uncomfortably. “Right. Those things. If you wanted to.”


Sabine smiled and leaned her head on his shoulder. “I like being with you, Ezra,” she said, quietly enough that no one else could have heard her use his real name, either. “You make me feel like I’m okay.”


Ezra turned his head and kissed her hair, before remembering that it was a wig. “Yeah, you too, Sabine.”


A lock clicking in the room below ended their moment. Immediately they moved over to the vent to watch as Governor Trebben walked in. He sat down at his terminal and logged in. After ten tedious, silent minutes, he shut the machine off again and left.


“That’s our cue,” Ezra whispered.


They left the maintenance closet and hurried through the mansion to the office on the floor below. It was unguarded, and Sabine easily bypassed the lock. Then she dropped down into the desk chair and got to work, scoffing as soon as she broke the password.


“It’s his mother’s name,” she muttered. “Men.”


The program she inserted copied all of the governor’s keystrokes, and Sabine was back out of the terminal in a flash.


“Let’s go,” she said.


No one was around still – not that they expected anyone to be, what with the party going on – and it was easy for them to slip back out of the mansion and leave unseen.


As they approached the Ghost on foot after using a couple different vehicles to get close to it, Sabine sighed and started taking down the elaborate updo she’d made out of the dark brown wig, while Ezra lagged behind her. He watched her, thinking back over the mission, and about their words in the maintenance closet. It was progress, he thought. Pretty good progress, actually.


“I eventually punched him, in case you were wondering,” Sabine said in the silence. Ezra frowned and pulled himself from his thoughts, confused.


“Who?”


“My ex. In front of the whole mess hall. Got a demerit.”


Ezra laughed as he caught up with her, and she smiled back. “I wouldn’t expect anything less.”


Still smiling at him, she pulled out the last pins, and the hair of the wig swirled down from the updo and fell around her shoulders. Ezra drew up to her and stopped, looking at her and thinking more than he should. Finally, the intensity of her gaze was too much, and he looked down and scratched at the back of his neck with his finger.


“Sabine, um. You know I respect you, and I…I just want the best for you. Whatever that is.”


Unexpectedly, he felt her hand along his jaw, lifting his eyes up to hers again. She was still smiling, and she moved closer.


“I know that,” she said. “I’ve always known, no matter how you showed it.”


Then he moved closer, and he couldn’t help it: his hands came up and slid onto her waist. His body desperately wanted to pull her against him and feel all of her, but he held himself in check. What was more, she let him touch her like this. Her hand smoothed down his neck and across his shoulder, and his breath shuddered out of him. He found himself suddenly breathless, and speechless.


“Sabine…” he whispered tightly, because the desire to kiss her now was overwhelming, seizing his chest and making his breaths painful and difficult. He started to get dizzy.


“I miss your eyes,” she said. “I hate those contacts.” Then she raised her hand again and touched his left cheekbone. “And this. Your scars.”


Ezra frowned in surprise, his breathing returning to normal. “You like them?”


Sabine shrugged. “You don’t look like you.”


“Is that what…you like?” he asked. “Me looking like me?”


She smiled, but she didn’t answer his question. “We’d better get inside and debrief with Hera.”


Then she turned and walked to the boarding ramp, and Ezra shook his head with a smile. His hand rose to gingerly touch his cheekbone where her touch still lingered.


It had been an interesting night.
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Ezra’s words repeated themselves over and over in Sabine’s mind as she watched him walk away. He’d tried – he really had this time – but she wasn’t ready to talk. She’d lashed out at Kanan and stormed off like a child. She’d known Ezra would come find her to talk to her, but she just didn’t need him right now. She didn’t want to hear about how great Kanan was or how hard Kanan tried and how well he meant. She wanted to be alone.


Again, Sabine kicked the rock next to her, wishing she had her punching bags from back home. She could really use something to sink her fists and feet into.


“Well, there seems to be no cause for that,” said a deep, otherworldly voice from above her. Sabine stumbled back, mouth dropping open, and looked up…


…to see the giant coral structure turn toward her and reveal an alien face.


“Who are you?” she asked. “What are you?”


“I am the Bendu,” the creature said. “And you have kicked me.”


“I’m-I’m sorry,” Sabine said, her hand drifting toward her pistol. “I thought you were a rock – ”


“I was here before the first rock, and I will be here after it. What is that you have in your hand?”


Bendu’s eyes hadn’t shifted away from her face, and yet he’d seen her move her hand to the weapon.


“Whose side are you on?” Sabine demanded, not releasing her hold on the pistol.


“I am on the side of Atollon. Your rebels have intruded upon my world, and you have intruded upon my sleep.”


“I’m sorry,” she said again. “I didn’t know.”


“There is much you do not see, even with your eyes open.”


Sabine waited, not saying a thing or moving a muscle. He may not be on the Empire’s side, but if he wasn’t on theirs, she sure wasn’t going to trust him…whatever he was.


“Tell me: why do you lash out at the boy?”


“I wasn’t ready to talk,” Sabine answered. “He…he can be persistent.”


“I have witnessed none of that.”


Sabine scoffed. “You don’t know him.” Bendu inclined his chin toward her, disapproving. “Okay, fine. He was just trying to help. But he doesn’t understand. None of them do.”


“We all carry pain in our hearts, burdens from the past that seem as if they will never truly go away. You are capable of wielding the Darksaber, if only you would listen to yourself.”


Sabine shook her head and crossed her arms. “You don’t understand,” she murmured.


Bendu held his silence, not acknowledging that, and Sabine sensed that he wanted her to think over her words more. The past days had been…weird. Kanan she was used to – she’d seen him train Ezra for years – but Ezra…he was different. Or perhaps, the way she saw him was different. Never before had she seen him in a teaching role before. Usually she was the one teaching him not to do dumb stuff or whatever (which covered a lot of ground). But now he was instructing her in his own ways, the ways that made him different, made him…


Special.


It made her feel funny, a sort of flip-flopping in her chest that she wasn’t entirely sure how to describe. He’d grown a lot, both physically and mentally, and there was a time not long enough ago that she thought she’d lost him. They’d been becoming friends rather than him being more of a bothersome kid brother to her, but then Malachor happened, and she wondered if she’d ever get the Ezra back that she’d come to really enjoy. The one who wondered if a moon could just randomly drop out of the sky or which ferocious animal would beat another in a match. The boy who was horrified at the idea of having to take a ’fresher break in the woods while on mission with her.


The boy who’d read her palm and her future.


Sabine’s face constricted briefly, the ghost of past pain and hurt.


The boy who’d thrown her gift of art supplies in the trash.


She’d taken them and given them back to him eventually. He used them all the time.


“Your past is blocking you from moving forward,” Bendu said now. “Only you can change that.”


Sabine nodded, deep in thought, and turned to walk away. “Thank – ”


But when she’d turned back to him, he was gone.
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It was weird, Sabine reflected, seeing Ezra in this context. It was like for the first time ever, she was seeing him as more. Someone to take seriously. She’d already grown to respect him long ago, but having him in a mentor position, teaching her things he knew, things about his livelihood and life and who he was… It was odd.


I know this might not be what you want to hear, Rau had said. But for what it’s worth…I would follow you.


So would I. And I mean it.


Ezra would, too. He would follow her anywhere, into anything, and never leave her side. It was something she knew in the back of her mind, but to actually see him kneeling on the ground before her was something else entirely.


She couldn’t sleep.


The fire burned low when she came out of her tent, and she tossed a couple more logs on it and sat on one of the crates next to it. She stared at it for a few moments, then pulled out the Darksaber and examined it in the flickering orange light. To her left, she heard Ezra’s tent flap open and saw him approach. He took a seat next to her on the opposite crate.


“Hey,” he said. “Couldn’t sleep?”


Sabine shook her head. “Lot on my mind.”


“Do you want to talk about it?”


She considered. “No, not really. Sorry about earlier, though. I shouldn’t have gotten mad at you.”


Ezra waved it off. “It’s not a big deal. You’re going through a lot.”


“Sure.” She turned the weapon over in her hand again, then sighed.


“Can I see that?” Sabine passed it to him and watched him look at it. “It feels so much different than a lightsaber. It’s interesting tech.”


“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”


Ezra rolled his eyes and called his saber to him from the interior of the tent. It smacked neatly into his palm. Sabine held her hand out, and he dropped the weapon into it. “ ‘This weapon is your life,’ ” he said quietly, almost as if to himself.


Sabine looked up to find him watching her handle the weapon. “What?”


Ezra shook himself out of whatever he was thinking about. “Something Kanan told me once, when I made my first lightsaber.” Giving her a thin smile, he said, “My life is in your hands.”


Something chilly ran through Sabine, something she was not sure she wanted to give voice to. Turning away from him and standing, she activated the blade. It immediately hummed to life with the distinctive snap-hiss and vibrated menacingly before her eyes, washing the ground around them out with pale green.


“It does feel different,” she said, twisting her wrists and waving it experimentally in an arc. Ezra crossed his arms, the Darksaber still clutched in one hand.


“Do you like it better?” he asked. Sabine shrugged.


“Can’t say I like one either way. Not really my style.”


“No, I suppose not. Want to fight me?”


Sabine arched a brow at him, a smile playing on her lips. “I suppose I could indulge you. If you want.”


“Oh, I do want,” Ezra replied, reaching out with his hand and calling the saber back to him. “I want to see you apologize for the dirty Mandalorian tricks earlier.”


“Ha!” Sabine retorted, catching the Darksaber when he lobbed it to her. Switching it on, she crossed her blade with his and waited.


It didn’t surprise her that Ezra didn’t make the first move. Instead, she swung at him, and he easily deflected it. After a solid five minutes and not even breaking a sweat, she said,


“You’re going easy on me.”


In response, he ramped up his defense and easily beat her within half a minute – and it didn’t help that she was distracted every time his shirt lifted up briefly to reveal a line of dark hair from his navel straight down to his belt buckle. She resolved to get him back, but every time she tried, she found herself the loser. Finally, panting on the ground, she decided enough was enough.


“I can’t,” she said. “You’re too good.”


“Nah,” Ezra replied, putting his hand out to her and pulling her up. “Lots of practice.”


Sabine shut down the Darksaber, and he did the same with his, cutting off the electronic hums and letting the night sounds of Atollon surround them again. Sabine regarded him, backlit by the moon. His face broke into a smile, and he motioned with his hand. “Come on.”


Sabine followed him up the rise and out of the small depression they’d set their camp up in. At the top, Ezra put his hand out again, and she took it and let him pull her up over the lip.


“It’s beautiful out here,” Ezra said as he looked out over the coral mesa. A warm wind blew back across them, cooling Sabine after their sparring. “It seems so peaceful. Easy to forget that we’re in this giant battle, you know?”


“Yes,” Sabine agreed. It had been a long time since she’d been alone with him at night like this where they could just be, not in the middle of a mission or other tense situation. They could just simply soak up the atmosphere and enjoy each other’s presence without fear of stormtroopers or discovery or death. It made Sabine feel…bold. Courageous. Like the night could whisper her secrets out loud.


“You really are good,” she said, and heard Ezra’s clothes rustle as he turned to her. She stared straight ahead, not daring to look at him. “Very good.”


“Thanks,” Ezra said awkwardly, as if unsure how to take the compliment. “It’s, um…a skill, I guess.”


Sabine smiled and crossed her arms tight, the cool grip of the Darksaber against her palm. Outwardly, Ezra was brash and cocky and irritating, and while that certainly was a large part of his personality, there was also this quiet side to him, that didn’t know how to respond to kind words like this.


“Do you think you would have wanted this?” she asked. “If you had known?”


“To be a Jedi?” Sabine nodded, and she heard his clothes shift again as he shrugged. “I don’t know, really. I’m not sure I wanted to be anything when I met you guys. Certainly didn’t think I was anything special. I still don’t, really… But a Jedi?” He sighed, and Sabine turned to see him rubbing his eyes. “I don’t know, Sabine. If I’d been given the choice, what I would have chosen. I think, in the end, what I truly would’ve wanted was to have my family together. For my parents to have stayed.” He opened his eyes and blinked up at the moon. “But I got to meet you guys, and I have a purpose. That’s important, too.”


“You do have a purpose,” Sabine agreed. She reached out and took his hand, weaving her fingers between his. He looked down at their linked hands for a moment, then back up at her. “You’re right that I can always repair things with my parents, while you don’t have that chance anymore.”


“I didn’t mean – ”


“I know what you meant. What I mean is…” Shavit, what did she mean? She decided to completely switch tacks. “I’m glad you’re here.”


The night felt so comfortable, so warm and calm and good, that Sabine tilted her head to the side and leaned it on Ezra’s shoulder. He was rigid at first – she was not affectionate – but then he wrapped his arm around her waist.


“I will always trust you with my life,” Ezra said, “and place it in your hands.”


Sabine smiled and looked up at him. Feeling her shift, Ezra looked down…and his fingers clenched on her waist. Suddenly, she felt something between them, something she didn’t want to name. Ezra seemed to feel the same thing, his lips tightening slightly as he looked at her and the moon shone in his eyes. Her mind escaped her, no matter how hard she tried to pull it back, and it wandered. She wondered what it would be like to have one night with him. He would make it so good for her, even with no experience. While she’d had a couple boyfriends at the Academy that she’d really liked, she’d never felt this level of attraction and want. Never had her mind wandered away with itself and made her wonder what if, what if, what if…


Suddenly, all the physical things she’d experienced with those boys felt like nothing compared to this moment. Sabine turned into Ezra, placing her hand on his chest, feeling the soft fabric of his shirt underneath her palm. Still looking down at her, he brought his own hand up and wrapped it around hers. His heart beat under her hand, a little too quick for them to be at rest.


“I trust you with my life, too,” she said. “I hope you know how much.”


“I know,” he answered, his voice rough like he hadn’t used it in a very long time. She worried, then, that he might say something, confess in the darkness that he’d always had feelings for her (even though she knew), make things awkward and ruin it.


But he didn’t. He just looked at her, taking her in, breathing quietly in the night. And instead, she found that she was the one who wanted to say something, confess something…or do something.


With her free hand, she reached up to his face to caress his cheek and down his jaw. Then she guided his face to hers, and she finally, finally kissed him. He returned it sweetly, his hand clenching on hers over his heart. Neither of them made any move to deepen it, and it was so different from Sabine’s other kisses. The other guys had instantly put their tongue in her mouth, but Ezra didn’t, taking it slow. And it wasn’t like this was his first kiss and he didn’t know what to do; she’d certainly caught an eyeful that time when he was very briefly dating Lieutenant Derry (if “dating” could even be used to describe it). He was clearly showing restraint, showing her he respected her and didn’t want to do anything else without her permission or consent – just like he’d said in the maintenance closet on Ertis.


Sabine let go of his hand so she could turn fully toward him and clasp him around his neck. She wanted to pull him close. She wanted him to feel like it was okay, that she trusted him. Gently, she opened his mouth with hers, and his arms wrapped around her waist as he sighed into her mouth. It was so peaceful in the still night, the only sounds the ones of contented wildlife. They took it slow, learning one another, enjoying it, and after a time, Sabine let her hand drift down his back, along the curves of him. He was all hardness, firm muscles and definition, carved from hours of precise Jedi training. She was pleasantly surprised, though she probably shouldn’t have been. She’d seen that look in Hera’s eye when she watched Kanan and thought no one was looking…


Ezra twitched when Sabine’s hand slipped under his shirt to glide along his bare skin, then he quietly laughed it off.


“Is this okay?” she whispered.


“Yeah,” he whispered back. His own hands cradled her jaw, and his breath was warm across her lips. “Yeah, it’s fine. It’s good.”


“Good.”


She kissed him again, moving her fingertips over to catch in that line of coarse hair below his navel that she’d glimpsed earlier. She longed to drag her fingers down it.


Ezra made a sound in the back of his throat when Sabine touched him there, and he pulled away, leaned his forehead against hers, and held onto her waist.


“Sorry,” he said, his voice a little breathless, but a smile traced in it. “Sensitive. I guess all of me is.”


Sabine smiled back but didn’t reply, just closed her eyes and focused on the feel of him and his presence.


“Sabine…your ex…um… Will you let me know if I’m ever pushing you? Into something you don’t want to do?”


Moving her hands to his upper arms, she looked him in his eyes and assured him, “I don’t think that’s going to happen, Ezra. You’re the exact opposite of him. That stuff, it was nothing serious. Just basic stuff, and it was only a couple times before I put my foot down. I didn’t talk about it to anyone, but I’m over it now. Now that I told you.”


Ezra raised his eyebrows. “Need me to kill him?” When she smiled, he added, “ ’Cause I will. I’ll hunt him down and everything. Go full Jedi powers on him. Really make him regret it.”


“Sweet of you to offer,” Sabine said, “but you would not. You’re a pacifist by nature. Plus, wouldn’t that be the dark side?”


“Yeah, kinda.”


Chuckling, Sabine buried her face in his chest, and he wrapped his arms around her again and tucked her closer as he tilted his chin down to the top of her head.


“It’ll be different with you,” she said, and it was a slip-up, the words igniting the air and burning her cheeks as soon as they fell out of her mouth. Ezra’s arms immediately tightened around her – she wondered just what images were going through his mind right now – and she could swear she heard his heart pick up a few extra beats. “Not that I’ve thought about it,” she amended in her most acid, snide tone.


“No, of course not,” Ezra said. His voice was a bit thin.


With another smile, Sabine stepped back a little, and when he looked down at her again, she gave him a peck on the lips. “Better get back. More training in the morning. Need to rest up.”


“Right.” Ezra let go of her and ran a hand back through his hair, distracted. “Right…”


Sabine couldn’t help but laugh. “Think you’ll be able to manage it?”


He gave her a shy smile. “I don’t know, but I guess I’m going to have to try.”


“ ‘Do or –  ’ ”


“Oh, for… Don’t start that. Not at this hour. No.”


Sabine laughed again and took off for their camp. He raced after her. And in the calm of the night, a massive coral structure shifted to watch them, and it smiled.


End Notes
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Christmas on the ghost doesn't go quite as planned. I'm looking at you Chopper --.


Notes


This is my first ever fic that i wrote so its not perfect. I am very proud of it though and my English teacher would say the same XD. ya, i turned this in as a short story assignment in English class and i have no regrets lmao. I just had to because i recently finished Rebels and all i could think about was kanera. Hopefully soon I can write some smut and post it on here ( it is my favorite ). This would've been smutty if i didn't write it for a class lol. Anyways hope you like!


4 BBY


“Sabine, stop painting the presents!”.”Come on Hera, these presents would be atrocious without my masterful artwork.”. Hera rolled her eyes at that, Sabine could never resist making her mark on whatever empty space she saw. Fortunately, the rebel alliance was giving Hera and her crew a little break from the usual fighting of imperial slimos. This year should be interesting with the recent addition of Ezra to the crew, but to Hera it’s always been the more the merrier. Hopefully this year Zeb won’t open the presents one day early and eat all of the yogan fruit.


Hera opened the door to Kanan’s bunk, “Kanan, want to help me build the tree? If you don’t that’s okay I know you’ve got a lot on your plate with Ezra, he can be a handful.”.Kanan got up off his bunk and grabbed Hera’s hand,”I always have time spend with you, Ezra won’t come in between that.”. Hera smiled and laid her head on Kanan’s chest,”Thank you.”.


Hera and Kanan walked into utter chaos unfolding in the common area, Ezra was already fighting with Zeb on who gets to put the lights on the tree. “Ezra!Zeb!, Kanan and I will put up ornaments, Sabine your on light duty, and you two will build the tree.”.”But-.”No exceptions!”. “Haha, you two get the worst job, teach you to get along next time. I thought we worked on using less anger Ezra and being calm in situations that frustrate you. You can only hope to be a great jedi if you learn to control your emotions.”.”Ya ya Kanan i know, and I do want to be a good jedi but Zeb is just so..infuriating.”.


Once the tree was finally built Hera and Kanan could get started on adorning the tree with ornaments the crew collected and made over the years. “Hpmh, I remember this one.”. Hera grabbed a broken kyber crystal on a chain out of the ornaments box.”We had just started smuggling empire supplies with the ghost and one of the imperial commanders had this and it fell out of his pocket. I still wonder how he got it. What if he knew a jedi that died in the clone wars?”.”He could have but any sympathy i could ever have for him left when he decided to join the empire.”.”Kanan i just wish this war would end and we could all be happy, maybe you and I could, I don’t know, it’s silly.”.”I know Hera and it’s not silly i wish for the same thing everyday.”.


They held one another in their arms until Sabine came in.”Oh sorry, i didn’t know you guys were having a moment, i just wanted to tell you guys that somehow chopper lost the lights. I know he’s lying but he won’t say a thing.”.She sideyed chopper and in binary language he said something along the lines of “how dare you!”.Hera thought at least they had one moment together.”Chopper, give Sabine back the lights!”, Hera said angrily”Beep beep boop boop boop beepity boopity!”.”Chopper do not sass me right now, i am not in the mood. All i want is a good Christmas spending it with the people i love.So, please guys for me.”.


Kanan rest his hand on Hera’s shoulder assuringly*sad chopper beeps*. Chopper opened his storage compartment and revealed the lights.Sabine kicked Chopper,”Ugh, i knew it! You dirty piece of scrap metal!”.Hera shook her head,”Now Chopper, was it really that hard.”.Sabine gave a well deserved dirty look and yanked the lights from his storage compartment. Ezra ran in followed by Zeb fighting over some miniscule thing,”Hey guys, why aren’t the lights up? I mean it can’t be that hard to put a couple strings of lights on a tree Sabine. Unless, you were just waiting for me to swoop in and help you.” Ezra cocked an eyebrow at Sabine “You don’t even know how to stand on your own two feet Ezra, and i hardly need any help from a child such as yourself.”.The crew laughed while Ezra stood in the middle of the room sulking.


Hera grabbed Kanan’s hand and laid her head on his shoulder, “It may not be the Christmas i’d envisioned,but it’s perfect, in it’s own way.”. Kanan laughed and gave her a kiss on the forehead “It’s home.”.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Just my attempt at some wholesome, lewd ezrabine.


Notes


I like to think this takes place shortly after “Blood Sisters”, but that's not at all important to understand, mostly just smut lol.


~ Garel Hangar, Onboard the Ghost, Night ~


Sabine sat up on her bed and sighed. Here she was again, being all lonely and emotional. A recent run-in with Ketsu Onyo had reminded her of their better days. Times when they were young at the academy, crushing on hotshot imperials… and later when they left that life, becoming bounty hunters and hitting on older smugglers at the cantinas. She missed being a little wild. Being holed up in the ghost all the time didn't make for much of a social life.


She supposed there was fun to be had in the streets of Garel, but that came with its own annoyances. One, she was a known rebel, and two, nightlife wasn't much fun alone. She could haul along Ezra– she imagined his delight at her asking of him – but surely he was too young and naive to mess around with. Was he? 


I was his age in the memories I’m reminiscing...


Karabast. She should just get her emotions off to a holo and get some sleep. 


Then there was a noise. Someone was rushing down the corridor. Ezra? Zeb was on a mission with Chopper, while Kanan and Hera had not-so-subtly gone out again; meaning it had to be him. But why was he in such a rush? She stepped out to see for herself – it seemed he had run to the refresher. That made sense enough, yet she remained curious. Ezra's door was left half open, his room dark save for the soft glow of datapad reflecting against the wall. Sabine walked in. 


First she noticed a recent stain on his cot. So he just spilled some juma and is fetching a towel, she mused… Then she saw the enlarged image on Ezra's datapad.


It was her, and not just any image of her. That image.


artist: fizzz


Oh boy. It was a holoshot from her times with Ketsu – a drunken night when they’d snapped pictures of each other to show off on the holonet – they were supposed to be long deleted. She sighed. So Ezra was jerking off to provocative pictures of her. Her first thought was to be outraged, yet she found herself blushing– a sort of satisfied embarrassment. She didn’t know why this hit her, it was hardly surprising considering his age and forwardness towards her. Looking over the picture now for herself – she noticed her chest had grown a bit since then... hopefully Ezra didn’t have the wrong impression. And her hair color... It looked good. Maybe she'd go back to it someday, but she liked her blue/green for now.


Wait so that means – that stain is not juma.


Looking back at the large splatter on his cot... She didn't know guys could produce that much. 


He must really like fantasizing about me...


She grinned, knowing it was a good picture, or erotic art as she used to call it.


Suddenly she heard water running near the refresher, and realized this situation would be a little too awkward. Sabine snuck back to her room.


Moments later she heard Ezra return to his room as she lay in her bed, the door shut and room dark, pretending to be none the wiser. Her mind was still in a rush. Even a few weeks back she may have been disgusted with what she found, yet now she was... flattered? Why now? So much had changed. Life or death encounters with Inquisitors and even the likes of Darth Vader... It was in those moments that she connected with the true passions she felt for Ezra Bridger. Typically she was hard on Ezra, picking on him in a playful way – she supposed that looking back, she had always been sweet on him.


Last year she'd gifted Ezra a Holo of his parents. It was clear that he loved the gift,  but of course it was a... sad sort of love, one of grieving. She decided that this year she had an equally lovely idea, but one much more personal and uplifting – lustful. After all of Ezra’s advances on her, she would be the one to surprise him and make his fantasies come true. Though as Sabine fell asleep, she realized that this wasn't just his fantasy – she was craving it herself.


~ Onboard the Ghost, Empire Day, Night ~


A few days had passed since her “discovery”. Sabine did her best to keep up her teasing and cold front with Ezra during meals and the like. But in her mind, Sabine had been thinking a lot about Ezra, lewd thoughts.


Although he might have me beat – pleasuring himself to pictures of my body every night


She giggled. Still, she was of the same mind.  She had considered surprising him by joining him naked in the shower, letting his hands explore her toned body – maybe he would even press her against the glass and fuck her hard from behind. Though that could be problematic – he wouldn't be able to resist cumming inside her, rather quickly at that. Besides, that was step three, not step one or two. This was the right way to start. 


She was at his door. She knocked, he answered. 


"Sabine! Heyyy, what's up? Oh I know, you just can't resist seeing me, right?"


She rolled her eyes. Still pathetic at flirting.


"Yeah yeah, just let me in."


He did and went to sit at the lower bunk–  "So what's up?"


"Ezra... I didn't suddenly forget your birthday you know."


“Oh Sabine, you don't have to worry about that. I mean thanks, I appreciate it, but being Empire Day and all, it's kind of hard to enjoy it..."


"Oh I think there are plenty of ways to enjoy it~"


“What do you mean?”


She didn't respond, just keeping her eyes locked to his. Not allowing herself to hesitate, she leaned over and kissed him. 


The moment lasted, and she was pleasantly surprised at his talent: Enjoying each other’s lips until tongue began to meet tongue, strong and excited. Then their mouths parted and eyes met once again, no words needed. Ezra came in for more, but she stopped him, pressing a finger to his lips.


"Let me."


He obeyed as she placed her hands on his chest, guiding him down on the bed. She crawled overtop him at his midsection, her eyes at his hips.


He was a bit rigid, clearly nervous. She smiled at him, her hands unzipping his pants.


“Just relax…”


She shook his pants down, blushing at the shape of his excited penis beneath his underwear. She rubbed her hands against his thighs and lightly kissed his bulge, breathing on it.


Her hands slid up his thighs to remove his boxers – as she did so he sprang up, completely erect. He was smaller in size, but he had such a beautifully shaped cock. His smooth tan color made her want to mouth his balls and play with his foreskin. Kriff she just wanted to suck him off. Patience.


She began stroking him lightly, one of her petite hands feeling around his girth. 


"Yes Sabine…." 


"I know how much you wanted this," 


She upped her pace a bit, gently squeezing his cock head every time she stroked up.


"Always jerking to my tight Mandalorian body..."


His breathing was suddenly heavy.


She grinned– "Stay with me Spectre-6, this mission’s just getting started."


She started massaging his balls with her free hand. He was basically squirming.


“You like it when I play with your big balls Ezra?”


He managed to nod his head yes.


"Sabine... I’m close… Could you..."


“Could I... what?”


“Um, y’know, use your– “


She took all of him in her mouth.


"Fuck!!"


Glug glug slurp slurrp


She kept bobbing her head, wet noises as she serviced his cock.


Gug gug slurpp glug


His penis was completely enveloped in her warm mouth - her tongue massaging the underside of his length.


"Sabine I'm about to -"


Sabine pressed her face completely into his pelvis. Her nose taking in his musk as his penis head enjoyed the back of her throat. They were both in bliss as his member began pulsating rapidly. Sabine glugged six or seven heavy spurts of warm cum as Ezra bellowed a moan.  His cum was full and creamy, Sabine continued to drink it up as he throbbed in her pleasure mouth.


Eventually she swallowed up the last of his release. He was limp as she let him free, both breathing hard.


"Sabine... That was amazing."


She stood off the bed and gave him a wink.


“Happy Birthday Ezra Bridger~”


Thanks for reading! 
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Sabine hides her feelings behind customs Ezra doesn't understand.


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
Sabine was reaching, reaching… Just a bit further… And—


She barely registered the shot ringing through the air before her body fell forward with the force of the blast. She yelped as she lost her balance, limbs flailing mid-air. The sizzling of fried electronics accompanied the beginning of her crashing descent—or what would have been, if Ezra hadn’t stretched forward down the ramp and caught her by the wrist.


They teetered dangerously, his grip on the Phantom II lost. If he were to fall now, there would be no guarantee they could survive the drop. She clenched his wrist, her lifeline, with all her strength, and he returned the same crushing grip to hers.


“He shot my jetpack!” Sabine cursed.


The words snapped Ezra out of his fear and he quickly centered himself, his countenance returning to his usual steadfast determination in situations like this. He heaved her body up with one arm and pulled her into his side with an arm secured firmly around her shoulders. She held him back, her hand grasping tightly onto his shoulder. She was safe. They were both safe.


They looked back together on Gar Saxon’s shrinking red and white figure as the shuttle flew away, Sabine panting and Ezra clenching his hanging fist. They were safe for now.


Sabine turned towards Ezra, wrapping her other arm around his waist and pressing against him. She had no Jedi reflexes or abilities to keep her balance on the open ramp. “Ezra, I—”


“We need to go inside,” he said, glancing at her arms held around him. He began reaching with his free hand for the shuttle’s doorway.


“Ezra,” Sabine said more insistently, desperation tinging her voice despite the fact that the worst danger was already behind them.


Ezra looked down at her, worried. “What is it?”


“I—” Sabine looked up into his open, caring eyes. Her body trembled, rushing with adrenaline without an outlet. She felt like she was going to explode. He must’ve felt it because he held her tighter.


She barely registered the wind whipping around them and her still precarious circumstances as she rose on her tiptoes to reach his height. He just stared, puzzled, as she brought her helmet to rest gently against his forehead.


“Thank you, Ezra.”


She looked still into those wide eyes, watching his gaze flicker back and forth between where her’s would be if they were visible under the helmet.


“You’re welcome?”


Sabine huffed a laugh and pulled her head away, the heat of the moment gone and embarrassment starting to kick in. At least he couldn’t see her blush.


“Let’s get inside now, shall we?” she said, nodding to the open shuttle behind him.


“Uh, sure thing.”


Ezra held her with him as he backed up, head turning to watch his path. He didn’t let her go until they heard the hiss of the airlock.


“So... what was that about?” he asked as they detached themselves.


“Nothing,” Sabine replied, a bit too fast.


“Was that a Mandalorian thing?”


“It’s not important right now.” Sabine brushed off her pants. “We need to—”


“So it is a Mandalorian thing!” Ezra beamed, and began rambling excitedly. “You know, I’d love to actually learn more about your culture, but you never talk about it, and I don’t know if your secrecy is, like, a cultural thing, or just a you thing, but I hope you know that you can trust me, and—”


“Ezra!”


He shut his mouth immediately. Sabine tilted her head to the side affectionately, knowing that he wouldn’t be able to see her small smile through the helmet, but he still heard it in her voice as she chided gently, “I said not right now.”


Ezra gave a short nod, smiling softly himself, and sat back into one of the shuttle’s passenger seats.


Sabine lifted her helmet and walked to sit beside Fenn Rau in the cockpit, who was already looking back at them. The glint in his eyes told Sabine he had seen enough to know. She pushed the thought aside.


“I really thought you left us.”


“I was considering it,” he said honestly, fiddling with the controls before he found his resolve and continued, “then I realized you were willing to die for your people, even though they are not Mandalorian.” He glanced back at Ezra, then turned to look squarely at Sabine. “You haven’t forgotten our ways. That has earned my respect.”


“Don’t take this the wrong way, you guys”—Ezra interrupted from the back—“but, uh, Mandalorians are crazy.”


Rau chuckled. “Crazy enough to join you.”


“Honestly?” Sabine looked at him.


Rau gave a small smile. “If you’ll have me.”


Ezra chimed in, “I’d rather have you with us then against us.”


Sabine smiled fondly towards Ezra. She turned back to Rau. “Welcome to the family.”


They smiled at each other, and Rau sent the shuttle off into hyperspace.


End Notes
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10 Sabezra First Kisses
by foxsykitsune
Summary


Because I can't decide on one scenario, this will be short stories about first kisses of Sabine and Ezra. Fluffy romance with a dash of angst because I can't help myself.


Before mission kiss.
 


Set after "Trials of The Darksaber" season 3 episode 15...


....


 


Sabine lay awake in her bunk on the Ghost. She’d been unable to shut down her racing thoughts and fall asleep for hours now. She was nervous, unsettled, excited, angry, confident, unsure, sad, anxious, basically a lot was going on with her emotions right now.


She groaned heavily into her pillow and turned over again, punching it to perhaps make it cooperate with her current need of comfort.


Laying on her side she tried to close her eyes, but they seemed to open again every time as though they were spring loaded.


There was a soft knock that, at first, she thought she’d hallucinated. “Come in?” she called out quietly, unsure if someone was actually there.


The door opened to reveal a figure in her doorway. Even in the semi darkness she could distinguish who it was. “What do you want Ezra?”


“Can I come in?” he was still standing outside her room.


“I said you could.” she snarked, secretly amused at his politeness, or perhaps shyness.


Stepping in, he let the door shut behind him. “How are you?” he asked moving towards the bunk.


She chewed on her lip. “I don’t know." She answered honestly. "What are you doing here?”


She heard him breathe a laugh and she propped up on one elbow looking down at him standing next to her bed.


“I came to see how you’re feeling.” He leaned against the bunk with his forearms “You seemed... unsettled... before.” The last statement was hesitant as though he had worded it carefully.


She snorted “This late at night?" There was something he wasn't saying. "Wait, you’re not sensing me through your Jedi powers are you?” she scowled. She’d seen Kanan sense things about the crew before and wondered if Ezra was able to do the same thing now.


“Ehh.” He made a small movement. “Sort of. Your presence is a bit of a disturbing vibe right now. Wanna talk about it?”


She sighed laying flat again. “Fine. Come sit up here.” she pulled her feet in to give him room at the end of the bunk.


He didn’t move. “Are you sure?”


She threw an arm out, narrowly missing his head “I thought you said you wanted to talk, so hurry up or get out.”


He climbed the ladder and sat at her feet.


“You nervous about tomorrow?” He asked.


Tomorrow was the day they would leave to find her family.


“You could say that.” she grumped. “I’m just not sure how they’ll react to me coming back.” She thought for a moment before adding, “And I’m not sure how I’ll react to seeing them again.”


She’d played it through her head a million times already, trying to think of what might happen.


“Hey, I know this is going to be difficult for you, but you know we’re going to be with you right? You’re not facing this alone.” His voice was reassuringly sincere.


She knew he meant it, but he didn’t know what her people were capable of. He didn’t know all the things that could go wrong.


“Ezra.” she sat up. “I’m glad you’re coming with me, I really am, but you don’t know my family.”


“Hey, if they’re anything like you I’ll know they’ll be tough.” He nudged her leg softly with his fist. “And stubborn, and angry, and antisocial, and-”


“Ok Ezra” she punched his arm lightly “I get it.”


There was a momentary silence.


“What I wanted to say is you’ll do fine. We’ll be there to back you up and if they don’t want you, you know that we always will.” He must be hanging around Hera more. Words of comfort were usually her specialty. Sabine felt her heart warm within her at his words and shifted into a kneeling position, scooting a bit to be closer.


She leaned forward and pressed her lips to his cheek in gratitude. “Thank you Ezra. I’ll always have a place for this family in my heart. And for you.”


He turned his gaze to hers and her heart jumped. They were so close now.


Her first reaction was to pull back, and flee the situation, but found herself set like stone.


She bit her bottom lip lightly and saw his sapphire eyes drift down to focus on it. Her stomach felt like she’d been dropped off a cliff and her blood raced in exhilaration. Was he going to do it?


He’d gotten close before, but she hadn’t let him. Now however, could quite possibly be their last night together.
When his eyes met hers again his tongue darted across his own lips. He was definitely thinking about it.


If he needed encouragement she decided now was the time. “This could be the last time we get to be alone together.” she breathed, trying to slow her heart. What if they were killed by her family? What if she decided to stay with her family instead of going back to base with him? What if they were captured by imperial forces?


“No.” he whispered leaning in slightly. “It won’t be.” She could feel his breath on her mouth and tilted her head leaning in closer.


He made his move and she closed her eyes. His lips touched hers softly before applying light pressure. A feeling of an electric high started from where her lips met his, and coursed through her whole body.


Breaking the kiss for a few seconds she felt his light quick breaths mingling with her own. She had just kissed Ezra Bridger.


Moving forward again he reconnected their lips.


Three more times they shared slow soft kisses before he pulled back enough to look at her. Her eyes opened and she licked her lips savoring the feelings she’d gotten from his.


“Wow.” he said almost too quiet to hear. She could only nod in agreement.


It was her turn to glance at his lips with a gentle smile. He returned the same smile and leaned in again.


He was still softly kissing her and she pressed in harder, slightly opening her mouth before each kiss, hoping he knew what she wanted. His mouth parted and he brushed the tip of his tongue against hers, only slightly touching her. He continued this for a few seconds before kissing her again, softly like before.


She realized that he wasn’t going to make any aggressive moves. He was loving her in the sweet genuine way that denoted his respect for her. She had said that this might be their last night together, but he had expressed his faith in her to survive. Now she needed to believe in him as well.


She pulled away slowly.


“Sabine?” his voice was slightly wary, as though he were afraid he’d done something wrong.


She smiled “I want you to stay, but…” she swallowed, knowing she was making the right choice. “I think you need to go to bed now. Before I do something stupid.”


A wide grin burst onto his face and she was sure if it weren’t dark she would see a blush on his cheeks.


“Yeah, probably a good idea.” he chuckled lightly.


She lay back down on her bed smiling at him. She watched his cute smile turn into his jokester grin. “By the way, my name’s not something stupid, it’s Ezra Bridger.”


She groaned at the dumb joke and used her feet to push him off the bunk. “Ugh, just go!”


He landed, slightly stumbling, and laughed, moving closer to her again. “Alright, goodnight.” He must’ve stepped up on the table or seat in the bottom of her bunking area because he was able to lean over her and swiftly peck her lips. Hopping down he turned to leave. “Get some sleep Sabine.”


He reached the door and it took all her strength to let him leave. She sighed when the door shut behind him and turned away, facing the bulkhead.


She curled into a ball, a wide happy smile across her features. She buried her face in her pillow and giggled. What was happening to her?


Her whole body was flooded with excitement and contentment. He had kissed her!!!


Sure they’d have to talk about what happened and what it had meant eventually, but for now she just wanted to enjoy this feeling of bliss.


Tomorrow could wait.


She was happy now.


Truth or Dare Kiss
Chapter Summary


A little game goes a long way... Set right after "Iron Squadron" season 3 episode 8


 


It was night time on Atollon, most people had already gone to bed, but it wasn't extremely late. One room however, still had occupants that were awake and alert.


It was the so called Iron Squadron’s last night on base before Commander Sato could ship them off to help the other Mykapo refugees relocate.


Gooti, Jonner, and Mart had been joined by Ezra and Sabine in swapping tales and light hearted conversation.


“We should do something else.” Mart had said, clearly bored at their current topic of discussion.


“Like what?” Jonner asked eagerly, ready for an adventure.


“We could go walk around outside.” Sabine suggested while stretching her limbs. She was getting tired of sitting still.


“Or we can play truth or dare.” Gooti said, a hint of mischief in her voice.


“Yeah!” Jonner agreed. “That’s always fun.”


“I’ll play.” Mart agreed nonchalantly.


“Wait, play what now?” Ezra questioned.


“Oh man! Have you never played truth or dare?” Jonner asked.


Ezra shook his head. Sabine wasn’t surprised. How would a kid that grew up alone ever have the opportunity to play?


Gooti explained for him “Basically, if someone asks you truth or dare you pick which one you want. If you pick truth they can ask you any question and you have to answer with the absolute truth. If you pick dare then they give you a task to complete and you have to do it.” She smirked “So what do you say? You brave enough?”


Sabine was about to say that maybe this was a bit juvenile, but Ezra had to open his big mouth first. “We can handle that. Right Sabine?” He smiled at her, his eyes full of excitement. She nodded not wanting to be the spoilsport in the room.


“Good!” Gooti giggled before turning on her crewmate “Mart, truth or dare?”


They progressed through a few rounds of hilarity.There was singing, showing off dance moves, Sabine getting to draw on Jonner’s face, and lots of embarrassing truths told in the small group.


“Haha that was good!” Gooti laughed at Jonner’s completed dare.


Jonner turned his eyes on Ezra. “Ok then, truth or dare Ezra?”


Ezra hummed playfully “I’ll go with truth.”


Jonner grinned widely “Who do you have a crush on?” his eyebrows rose suggestively.


Sabine wanted to hide, but settled for rolling her eyes. Great, now these kids would know and probably taunt them about it publicly. She didn’t need this.


She looked at Ezra and glared. He better not say.


Ezra’s face was red. “Uh, I don’t think I should-”


Gooti cut off his bashful attempt at escape. “NO! You said you’d play and you have to answer!! That is the rule.”


The others agreed.


Mart smirked “Come on man, just say it. Whatever happens here stays here. That’s also a rule.”


Ezra glanced back to Sabine and she intensified her glare. He better not.


“You have to answer or we’ll give you a dare that you won’t want, believe me.” Mart’s voice was taunting.


“Fine.” He looked back at Mart defeated. “I like Sabine.”


She closed her eyes and hid her face in her palm, not wanting to see their reactions.


“What!?” Jonner exclaimed “No way!”


Mart was silent, but Sabine could picture the smug look on his face.


Gooti just giggled “I knew it!”


“Oh yeah?” Ezra asked. “Gooti truth or dare?”


She was still snickering behind her hand. “Truth.”


Sabine opened her eyes to look at Ezra. He was still flushed. “Who do you have a crush on?”


Gooti shrugged “Mart knows I like him. It doesn’t matter.”


Ezra clearly looked beaten. He’d probably thought to embarrass her as well.


Gooti hummed “Sabine, truth or dare?”


Sabine sighed. She couldn’t pick truth now. Gooti would ask her if she liked Ezra in return. “Dare.”


Gooti looked like she couldn’t be more pleased, which was probably a bad thing. Sabine hated this game for a reason. With a wicked grin she pointed at Ezra “I dare you to kiss him for thirty seconds.”


“What!?” Ezra croaked. “Wait! Like on the cheek?”


Gooti shook her head “A real kiss, on the lips.”


“Woah woah woah that’s-” Ezra tried to protest, going pale.


“It’s part of the game.” Mart leaned forward. “Just get it over with.”


“Ooooh!” Jonner crooned and chanted. “Kiss, kiss, kiss, kiss!”


Sabine growled. She had known this game wasn’t the best idea, but no...Ezra had to go and play, getting her involved. Then again it was just a kiss. It’s not like they got dared to go get married.


“Look guys...” Ezra began, looking just as panicked as before.


“Fine.” Sabine conceded. “Just don’t tell anyone.” she threatened them all.


“Whatever happens here, stays here” Jonner confirmed, his eyes sparkling with mirth.


Gooti clapped her hands “Ha!! Do it!!”


Sabine stood rolling her eyes for dramatic effect.


She marched to where Ezra was sitting, and flopped down in his lap. He yelped in surprise and her arms went around his neck. She gave him a clear threatening glare, making sure he knew this was his fault. He swallowed nervously and grinned with a small chuckle as if to say sorry.


“Are you timing this?” she asked behind her.


“I got it.” Mart pushed a button on his wrist chrono.


She nodded, turning back to Ezra and leaning in. Her lips met his and a feeling of adrenalin flooded her veins. She broke away momentarily before melding to him again. Her arms tightened around his neck as he started to respond. He was kissing back now and her heart started pounding as though butterflies, no, more like tibidees were flapping around in it. His hands had been hovering off to the side, as though afraid to touch her, but now they landed on her waist.


She wanted to continue, but surely Mart would call time soon.


Ezra’s hands tightened their grip as she pressed in harder. Breaking off again she took a breath while dusting her lips across his delicately.


How many seconds had it been?


She found she didn’t care as he leaned forward and claimed her lips again.


He kissed her bottom lip, then the top and she pulled away. His eyes were still closed and her mind was hazy.


“How long to go?” she questioned turning to look at Mart.


He had his hands locked behind his head, clearly not looking at the time and a satisfied smirk was displayed on his face. Gooti was trying her best to keep in her laughter and Jonner bust out into guffaws.


Sabine huffed in frustration. She’d been set up!


Knocking Ezra’s hands from her waist she shoved him back against his chair and stood. “There.” She turned to the others. “I kissed him.You happy now?”


Gooti snickered “I’ll bet he is.”


Sabine flicked an annoyed glance at Ezra. Sure enough, that same stupid daydream smile he always got around her when they were younger was back.


She flopped down in her chair and glared at Mart. “You! Truth or dare?”


He chuckled “I’m not afraid of you. Dare.”


She stood and moved to be directly in front of him. “Stand up.” she ordered. He looked at her strangely, but obeyed. “Take your shirt off.” she glowered at him.


He looked wary and surprised at first, but quickly smirked, glancing at Ezra. “Looks like you failed to impress.” he jabbed.


Once he was shirtless she spun him around and pulled out a color stick from her belt, writing between his shoulderblades. She backed up admiring her work and spoke “Alright, I dare you to break into your uncle’s office and bring back the holo pic he keeps of you on his desk.”


He scoffed “You already did something to me! You can’t do two dares!”


She chuckled darkly “I never dared you to let me write on you.”


Jonner and Ezra were losing it at this point trying not to laugh too hard. Gooti, who had been watching Sabine with an indignant look, now smirked. “She has a point Mart.”


Mart frowned trying to look at what she’d written.


“You have ten minutes.” Sabine jeered tapping her wrist com’s timer.


He tried to protest, but Ezra spoke up “I thought you said you weren’t afraid?”


“You did say that Mart.” Jonner grinned at his friend.


“Fine, I’ll do it.” he growled grabbing for his shirt.


Sabine was faster. “Go on.” she held it out of reach behind her.


He growled and stomped out.


“Won’t he get in a lot of trouble for that?” Ezra asked concerned.


Sabine looked down at her chrono. “Well, if I know Commander Sato he’s still in his office.” Her smile was the most devilish she could manage and she looked at the others. “Wanna go watch?”


They nodded and stood, rushing from the room.


Sabine caught Ezra’s shoulder and spun him to face her. “You say a word about what happened here to anyone…” she let the threat hang silent between them, her finger pointing into his chest.


He shook his head “Never!”


“And remember that it was just a dare.” she scolded.


He looked away nodding morosely. “Yeah, I know.” 


She smiled. “Good.” Leaning in she kissed his lips briefly and smirked at the look of utter confusion on his face. “Come on, you’re gonna want to see this.”


She raced after the others and caught sight of Mart standing Just outside Sato’s office, his uncle in the open doorway clearly bewildered at why his nephew was shirtless in the corridor. They hid in an adjoining hallway and watched Mart explaining himself before turning to head back to them. Sabine watched the smile spread on the commander’s face and laughter erupt from him.


He must have figured it was an elaborate prank to find Mart wearing no shirt and “Hi uncle!” in blue across his back.


“Now that was awesome!” Jonner nudged Sabine.


Mart was red all over and snatched his shirt back from Sabine. “I’m bored of this game, let’s do something else.” He complained.


Sabine and Ezra glanced at each other with similar looks of amusement. This would definitely be a night to look back on and laugh at.


As they filed back into the room Ezra’s hand brushed hers.


She bit her cheek to keep from smiling and wondered if maybe truth or dare was a good game after all.


Secret Kiss
Chapter Summary


Secrets are fun. Set any time season 3...not sure when.


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
 


“Knock it off!” Sabine nudged Ezra aside playfully. They were assigned kitchen duty that night and stood side by side, preparing dinner aboard the Ghost. Ezra had been super flirty that day and had started moving closer and closer to her while she tried to complete her task.


She wasn’t sure when things had changed between them or when they’d started their little game, but lately they’d been trying not to get caught being close to each other. Hands lingering when passing things to one another, knees or feet touching under a table, brushing against each other in a hallway, secret glances and touches had become the norm.


They’d been getting more and more daring with the rest of the crew around. Sabine found the adrenalin rush of possibly getting caught becoming addictive. Not to mention the feelings it gave her when he’d draw close to her.


“Go away!” she growled, pushing him again.


“Oh come on Sabine. No one’s here.” He whispered as he sidled up against her again.


“Ezra!” she looked towards the doorway lowering her voice. “They’ll see.”


He was about to reply when Zeb popped his head in.


“Are you two done yet? I’m starving.” He complained. They had jumped apart at the sound of his voice and Sabine looked at Ezra mouthing “I told you so”


“Yeah almost.” Ezra answered Zeb’s question with a smile at the tall lasat.


Sabine didn’t dare look back at him or at Ezra.


“Good, hurry up” Zeb growled retreating back into the corridor.


Ezra scooched closer and she scoffed “What did I say?” she pointed at him accusingly.


“Alright fine.” He admitted stepping away again. “I don’t see why we can’t just be public about this.” he mumbled.


She stopped what she was doing and turned to him, one hand on her hip. “Oh? And what exactly is this?”


His face reflected his confusion and his voice uncertainty “I...I don’t know...I thought...I thought that you’d want to be more than friends with the way things have been going.”


She stayed silent, chewing on his statement. What had all this been for if not to signal that they were both interested in each other? But still…


“I don’t know if that’s what’s been happening.” She told him reluctantly.


“Isn’t it?” he inquired, his voice sounding a little frustrated. “You wouldn’t even give me the time of day before, but then things changed. And you’re obviously not a very touchy person with friends so why have you been changing towards me if you didn’t want us to become a couple?” He had a point. 


She closed her eyes and took a breath. Why had she let him get this close to her? She thought back on all their attempts of subtle interaction. Eye contact that lasted a little too long to not be meaningful at mission debriefs, sitting across from each other in the mess and playing footsie, leaning close to one another to point out something on a datapad or while flying a ship, hands clasped under tables to keep hidden.


She’d almost lost focus the time he’d had a hand on her leg under the table and started tracing patterns on her inner thigh. She’d had to make herself pay attention to what Hera was saying and keep nodding at the right moments. And the time she’d tried to reach something from one of the higher storage units. He’d used the force to get it down before holding it hostage behind his back. She’d accepted the challenge and pressed herself against him as much as she could while “trying” to get it back from him. She’d almost kissed him that time.


Speaking of kissing.


“Ezra, if I wanted to be your girlfriend I would’ve kissed you by now.” She reasoned, trying to avoid where this was going. She wasn’t ready for a public relationship. There were too many variables against them.


“Ok. That’s fair.” He sounded a little disappointed. “But just so you know, if we ever kiss, I’ll take that as a sign we’re together.”


She chuckled at him, but then got an idea. “Alright, but what if I kissed you and told you I still wanted to keep things secret?”


He looked over at her and shrugged “We’ve been pretty good at it so far. I think.”


Maybe she wasn’t ready to admit to the rest of the galaxy that her heart belonged to Ezra, but looking into his eyes at this moment she wanted to show him that it did.


“Well in that case…” Glancing around she grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the door of the galley. She peeked out in the hall making sure no one was there and then backed against the wall next to the door. She pulled him closer and stared up at him in a gaze that could only mean one thing.


Kiss me.


Her hands placed his on her waist and he leaned in towards her. The sheer thrill and excitement that they could be discovered at any moment was enough to set her blood rushing and her heart skipping. When his lips touched hers it only intensified those feelings.


It was a brief kiss and he pulled away smiling at her. She mirrored him but as he was leaning in again, she heard footsteps in the hallway.


Pushing him away they fled back to their original spots, just as Hera entered the galley “Hey Sabine, did you look over the list I gave you earlier?”


Sabine glanced at Ezra, a blushing grin across his face. “Yes, it seemed pretty accurate to what I was thinking we’d need.” She said trying to sound normal. 


 She carried on her conversation briefly, but the looks she gave to Ezra and the ones she got in return kept her a bit preoccupied.


“Did I miss something here?” Hera asked suddenly.


“What?” Sabine turned towards her. “What are you talking about Hera?” She grew nervous that the captain could see right through their facade.


The Twi’lek pilot narrowed her eyes looking between them suspiciously “I mean you two are acting like you’ve got a secret.”


Sabine had to think fast before she could let Ezra say something. In her mind he would probably say something that nine times out of ten would blow their cover.


“Ok Hera, but you can’t tell anyone.” She started, seeing the surprised look on Ezra’s face. “Ezra was planning another prank and I was just discussing it with him.” she gave him a pointed look, telling him to play along.


Ezra nodded “Uh yeah, we were just trying to be sneaky about it.”


Hera studied them for a moment before sighing “Just don’t mess up my ship.” She sent them a warning glare and left the galley.


They were in silence for a moment listening to the fading footsteps. 


“So, about that prank…” Ezra nudged her “Wanna do some planning later in your room?”


She laughed once “You would ask that.” He wasn't the most subtle at trying to get her alone. 


“Hey, how else am I gonna spend time with my secret girlfriend who doesn’t want anyone to know about us?” His tone and expression were semi playful, but she recognized a hint of annoyance underneath.


“I promise it won’t always be like this.” She sighed “But right now you need to think of what might happen if our enemies find out we’re more than friends. We would both become targets to use against each other.” She reached out and took his hand. “Please just listen to me this once.”


He nodded “Alright Sabine.”


Dropping his hand she smiled “Good, now let’s finish before Zeb comes back and asks what we’ve been doing.” she chuckled.


He laughed and swiftly kissed her cheek “Later?”


She shook her head at his eagerness “I guess I can let you visit for a few minutes.” Her voice dripped with heavy sarcasm.


"Hey, better than nothing." He grinned going back to his tasks.


In her mind she replayed the kiss.


It wasn’t like how most first kisses in holo dramas were portrayed. It wasn’t romantic, it wasn’t sappy, it was quick, impulsive, reckless.


Just like them.


 


 


Chapter End Notes


I just moved houses so I might not get to write as much. Sorry in advance.


Goodbye Kiss
Chapter Summary


Let's pretend that Sabine becomes leader of her clan and all goes well for her, but Ezra and the others need to go back to their side of the rebellion.


 


 


Normally goodbyes were not this difficult.


Sabine looked out from the platform she was on to where they were getting ready to depart. The cold air nipped at her cheeks as a frozen breeze blew through the trees.


She understood that this was not meant to be the last time they’d ever see each other, but no one was ever promised a future.


She watched Kanan, her father figure/teacher walking up the ramp into the Phantom. He’d done so much for her over these past years and she would never forget what he and the rest of the crew had become to her. They were a family. They had taken her in at one of her lowest points and lifted her up, making her stronger. She stood here today reunited with her real family because of them.


As much as she didn’t like to admit it at first, she realized now that Hera had become a mother figure to her, and she would miss the woman’s words of wisdom and strong character.


She thought of Zeb and how he had filled the role of a brother. He’d protected her and commiserated with her during the hard times.


She watched Chopper rolling around the outside of the ship, creating little tracks in the snow. The droid was ill tempered and a nuisance to some, but she'd had some laughs and some saves from the squat astromech.


The last presence that crossed her thoughts was that of the boy descending the ramp and looking up towards her from the foot of the stairs on which she stood.


Ezra Bridger.


Oh how he had annoyed her through the years. He had been such a bother to her, but she’d found in her heart that after all was said and done, he was the one she would miss the most.


She couldn’t bring herself to smile back at him as he beamed up at her. She had previously tried to step forward in order to move down the stairs, but she knew that if she did, she’d have to say her goodbyes.


They were headed back to Atollon and she was staying at her home with her people and Fenn Rau.


She turned and entered the main hall of the building behind her, holding her breath to keep herself steady. Everyone was occupied with things outside, leaving her a moment of solitude to think. She took a few slow steps forward.


Surely they’d see each other again. 


This wasn’t goodbye forever.


Was it?


The Empire was constantly closing in on the rebel base and she had other clans to muster.


“Sabine?” it was the familiar Lothalian voice that distracted her from her thoughts.


She turned to see him standing just inside the doorway.


“I’m not great at goodbyes.” she explained, moving farther away from him at a brisk pace.


“Sabine!” he raced after her, footfalls echoing in the open space around them.


She stopped and swiveled to face him. “Please don’t”


He halted a few steps from her. “You know this isn’t really goodbye right? We could come back and visit.” He insisted. “And you know where the base is so-”


“Stop Ezra. Please.” She closed her eyes a moment. For some reason she had a nagging feeling in the pit of her stomach that she’d never again see the bright smile and vibrant blue eyes of the boy standing before her.


Her heart panged at the look of worry on his features. “Sabine, what’s wrong?”


She let air slowly fill her lungs, holding onto her emotions with all her strength. “What if we never meet again Ezra?”


He looked at her confused “What do you mean? Of course we’ll see-”


“Ezra be rational.” She bit out harshly “You can’t pretend that everything is going to be perfect! You can’t pretend that we’re not in danger every day of our lives! It doesn’t work like that!” She found herself getting mad to keep from breaking.


His features settled into a calm mask. “I know we’re in danger. We always have been. So why should that change anything?”


It was times like this that she wanted to slap him and ask where the real Ezra was. He was getting too deep. Where was the stupid kid they’d picked up on Lothal?


“Sabine, I know that there will be battles that we lose, but I'm not going to give up on the idea that I’ll see you again in the future.” He moved closer and placed a hand on her shoulder. “And if it makes you feel any better, I have a feeling that we will see each other again. Call it Jedi intuition or whatever.” he smirked.


Ezra you complete utter fool She thought. Could he really be so naive? She bowed her head and sighed. “Ezra.” she whispered. “If only you could promise me that.” She broke off, her words catching in her throat.


No one could know the future. He and Kanan had had visions, true, but even then, things were never as they seemed.


He moved forward slowly and drew her close to him. She could tell he’d almost hesitated in hugging her, but she was glad he hadn’t pulled back.


She laid her head on his shoulder and clung to him, tangling her fingers in his jacket. There were times that she hated physical contact, but this was a moment that she craved it. She felt calm in his arms and found herself wishing that he wouldn’t let go.


“Sabine.” He whispered. “I promise I’ll see you again.”


Of course he had to go and ruin the moment, She broke away, pushing him off her “You can’t just say that Ezra. You can’t promise that we’ll see each other again any more than you can promise me that Chopper won’t make Zeb mad, or that Atollon won’t ever be found by the Empire, or that the-”


“Sabine” he stopped her desperate rant. “I can promise you. I can promise you because I have hope in you and in the rebellion. I have faith in Kanan, Hera, Zeb, and yes even Chopper, but you by far have taken most of my hope, most of my trust, most of my faith. I know you’re not able to use the Force like I do, but there are some things that I can just feel with all of my being. One of those things is you Sabine.” He looked away as if embarrassed. “I feel you. I feel how alive and strong you are. I know that you’re conflicted right now. I can feel your pain and I want to chase it out and make you happy. I have a feeling that we will see each other again and I know it will happen because all of that worry you hold is only inside you, not around us both. The Force is shaping our destiny.”


“I wish it wouldn’t” she grumbled. She didn’t need to think that there was something in the universe that she couldn’t see or feel controlling what happens to her.


“Do you trust me Sabine?” he asked softly. The look on his face was meaningful and she knew this wasn’t a random question for him.


“Of course I do Ezra.” She meant it and it didn’t surprise her. They’d proved their loyalty to each other again and again over the years.


“Then trust me when I say we’ll meet again.” He smiled, raising his eyebrows at her as though he thought his phrase would fix everything.


She breathed out softly and nodded. It was all she could do to placate him. Her heart felt the sting of him leaving again and she bit her tongue to keep herself from asking him to stay. She realized this was something she had to do on her own.


She looked at him again, seeing the sincerity he held and the belief in his own words. It gave her a glimmer of hope, but she knew that she had to be realistic.


It was at this moment that she decided then to do something she’d wanted to do for a while now.


After today, she might not get another chance.


“Alright Ezra, I’ll believe you.” She watched him smile in triumph and placed a hand to his face. “But just in case.” She leaned up and pressed a kiss to his lips.


She made it quick, so if one of her family members decided to pop in, they wouldn't see.


Drawing back she watched the shock go through his features. “Did you just…” he paused unable to form the rest of the sentence.


She smiled “I wanted to give you something to remember. In case we don-” she was cut off by his sudden move forward and his lips crashing to hers.


This was one time she didn’t curse his impulsiveness. Wrapping her arms around his neck she gave into him. At this point she didn’t even care what would happen if any of her family walked in to see them like this. All she wanted was this little moment all to themselves to be solidified in her memory.


They broke off at last and he held her tightly, placing a kiss to her temple. “Well.” he said, sounding winded. “If I wasn’t looking forward to seeing you again before, I am now.”


She bit her lip, smiling. “I guess this means you’ll try harder to stay alive and come back to me?”


He nodded “Only if you will too.”


She hummed “Well, I might need some more encouragement.”


He obliged, kissing her again. Mouths worked in rhythm and tongues twined while his arm snaked around her waist and a hand slid over her cheek.


She was getting frantic, her heart was taking over her head. Her mind screamed slow down, but it was drowned out by the need to be his in that moment. His hand moved from her face to her thigh, hitching around the back of it. She followed the signal and hopped up into his arms, her legs locking around him. If she didn’t have her jetpack on he could press her against a wall and continue, but she found that he was strong enough to hold her there with no support and it thrilled her even more.


She breathed out a small moan against his mouth as electricity bolted through her stomach, and he let loose his own sound as she raked her fingers over his scalp.


She started planning how they could slip away and finish this, but it all came screeching to a halt.


The sound of someone clearing their throat caused them to pause. Sabine would've loved to disappear at that moment, but that wasn't exactly possible. She unhooked her legs and Ezra lowered her to stand on her own. She glanced at him and figured her cheeks must be the same color red as his were currently. She disengaged from him and slid her hand into his, squeezing it slightly before letting go and moving around him to face their interrupter.


Fenn Rau stood at the doors of the hall, arms crossed over his chest and a stern look on his face.


She wondered if she should try to explain to him or just let what he’d seen speak for itself. She doubted any excuses would work at the moment anyway.


“I assume you were just saying goodbye.” Rau raised an eyebrow at her as she got closer.


She looked up at him and shrugged guiltily, cringing at the thought of him holding this over her head in the future.


Ezra chuckled nervously as he came up behind her. “She was just making sure I don’t do anything stupid and get killed before we see each other again.”


She watched a smirk grow on Rau’s face. “Well then, you better say a proper goodbye.” he turned to leave. “And make it quick, or I won’t be able to guarantee who the next one to walk in here will be.”


He exited and she could see him standing just outside the door as if on guard. She smiled at his support and turned back to Ezra. “Please take care of yourself Ezra.”


He laughed “I should be telling you that. I still think Mandalorians are crazy.” They stood for a moment gazing at one another before she stepped forward and kissed him softly once more.


“Goodbye Ezra.” she whispered, pulling away slightly.


“We’ll see each other soon.” he promised and pressed his lips to her forehead. They made their way down to the ship, and she said her goodbyes to Chopper and Kanan.


“Thank you.” she told Kanan with a hug. “For everything.”


He chuckled at her “If you ever need us, we’ll be here.”


She smiled and turned to Ezra “Oh, and don’t touch my stuff while I’m gone Ezra.” she scowled playfully.


He smirked “What? You mean I can’t sleep in your bunk and finally have my own room again?”


She growled “No, because you’ll turn it into a trash pile.”


“Hey! I’m not that messy.” he protested.


“Uh, have you seen your room?” she countered “Touch my room and you die.” she threatened.


Kanan smiled at their antics, but interrupted. “We'd better get going.”


Sabine felt her heart drop into her stomach. This was it. They were leaving.


She nodded at Ezra. “Remember not to do anything stupid.” she half smiled. If her family weren’t behind her she’d fling herself at him again and beg him to stay with her. She could only imagine the look on her mother’s face if she suddenly started making out with a Jedi in front of everyone.


“I’ll be careful if you will.” He grinned.


She shook her head. “I can’t promise anything.” She looked straight into his eyes with all the intensity she could manage. “I’ll be waiting for word from you. Whenever you feel like seeing me again.”


The slow nod he gave her proved he’d caught her meaning. He let a small smile form on his lips “I’ll be sure to let you know when I’m coming so I don’t get shot down again.”


She chuckled and shrugged “Well, don’t get your hopes up that you won’t.”


She moved back from the ship and watched them take off, snow whipping around from their ascent.


Despite all the comforting words and assurances he’d given her, she still felt like the possibility of them meeting again was slim. She folded her arms around her middle to quell the ache she felt. There was so much that she’d never told him. So much she still wanted to say. She hadn’t even told him she loved him.


A hand clasped her shoulder and she glanced over to Rau, standing beside her. “Don’t worry. He’s a tough one, that Bridger.” He said, just quiet enough for only her to hear.


She tried to nod, but looked back up to the fading ship instead. Maybe she was overreacting. Maybe everything would be alright.


All she could do was wait, and focus on uniting her clan with others against the Empire.


And maybe one day she’d see a familiar ship and hear a familiar voice leading the attack on Lothal.


And maybe if they were lucky they’d make it through the battle and finally be reunited once more.


She started to understand now how Ezra could hope for things so ardently.


Hope in a future was the only thing that could keep the knives in her heart at bay as the ship disappeared completely from her view.


One day Ezra. She silently promised. Stay alive till then.


 


Dying Kiss
Chapter Summary


Warning! You might cry!! MAJOR CHARACTER DEATH!


 


 


The ground assault on Lothal continued while the aerial battle roared on overhead.


Taking cover behind a wrecked troop transport, Sabine aimed another volley of shots at the stormtroopers that had holed up near their facility.


She looked up as the Ghost flew overhead demolishing another TIE fighter and crashing it into the base in front of them. Always right on time. She smiled.


She took the momentary distraction as an opportunity to rally her forces and charge. Maybe they could finally take the base and drive the imps from their stronghold. Flooding into the base, quickened by their jet packs, the Mandalorians were easily able to subdue imperial forces. Stormtroopers were no match for them. She always knew the Empire could never beat their tradition of training warriors.


Sabine looked around, there were less troops than she'd imagined. Opening her comm she called out. “Specter 5 to Ghost, base is secure.” Static met her in return.  Maybe they were out of range. “Specter 5 to Specter 1?” Nothing. “Specter 6? Rex do you read? Anyone in Phoenix squadron?”


She was getting frustrated. This shouldn't happen unless comms were down. And that shouldn't happen in the base unless…


“Everyone out!!!” She yelled, directing her group to flee. Her heart raced as she looked around searching for the trap that she'd suspected. She couldn't see anything apparent but figured it must be further into the base. “I'm going in to see if I can spot anything.” She took a step forward but was caught by the arm.


“No, you're too valuable” one of her men had tried to stop her. “Let us go in.”


She yanked away. “Look, I'm trained in explosives and the imperial computer systems I can dismantle anything they've rigged up, and there might not be anything there.” She wouldn't take no for an answer “Get outside and stand guard with the others.” He obeyed and she ran into the base.


Sure enough the base’s computer was hooked into what appeared to be a self destruct sequence. This was easy. She pulled off her helmet and started inputting codes. She growled at the fact that she didn't have Chopper. This would go so much faster with him there.


“SABINE!!” A voice yelled out through the base.


“I’m here!” She replied. Ezra ran through the doorway, his green blade ignited and ready for a fight. What was he doing all the way over here? He had been with Kanan and Rex in the capital.


“Ezra, if we can shut this down we can use the data in these computers against the empire. And any weapons they still have.”


He killed the blade and rushed to her side “No Sabine it's too late, they've rigged it so it can't be reversed! It’s a set up! Thrawn knew you’d be coming here!”


“What?” She took her eyes from the console for a few seconds to check if he was being serious.


“We have to go!!” He looked terrified and she knew it wasn't speculation. She grabbed her helmet and put it on.


A loud beeping sounded and she glanced back at the control panel, their time had just been cut to mere seconds. “GO!!” She yelled, running with him out of the base. She didn't think they'd make it.


Engaging her jet pack she called to him “Ezra!” He took her cue and jumped to hold on to her. It was just like when she'd saved him from Saxon and his men on the moon of Concord Dawn. She flew as fast as she could towards the hangar doors, commanding her men to flee as they approached.


Barely making it to the open, she felt the shockwave catch them. Blinding heat and pressure flung them clear of the mouth of the hangar and she landed hard, skidding to a halt.


She must've blacked out because she opened her eyes to see she was surrounded by her clansmen. Her helmet had been removed and she could smell smoke. She blinked, trying to clear her vision and attempted to move. She found herself held inplace by a few of her fellows. Some had removed their own helmets and were looking at her in an oddly somber way. A light was flashed in her eyes and she felt sluggish, her mind was foggy as she tried to recall what had happened. She lay back for a moment as the base and the explosion filtered back into her memory. She shifted, brushing off her compatriots and sitting up. She clenched her teeth as she felt pain shoot through her. There would definitely be a lot of bruising and possibly a few cracked ribs. Her shoulder protested her movements and she looked around for Ezra. He’d certainly be worried about her.


She caught sight of a familiar orange clad pair of legs, just visible behind a group of crouching Mandalorians, their acting medic was in the circle and her blood ran cold. She was much more important to them than a lone Jedi, which meant that she wasn’t nearly as hurt as Ezra was. She would've been first priority, unless he was…


Sabine tried to rise but a wave of dizziness hit her like another shockwave.


“You shouldn’t move.” a voice said beside her. She turned to look at the woman that had caught her and spoken.


“How is he?” Sabine asked, fearing the answer.


The woman looked at her grimly, not replying.


Sabine pulled away from the woman. Others tried to catch her and hold her back, but she wouldn’t let them keep her away from him, not while she still had fight left in her.


“MOVE!” she screamed out, pushing her way to his fallen form and collapsing beside him. She could see the medic was doing all he could, but the sight before her wasn’t one that would be fixed easily. Large bits of shrapnel had embedded themselves in his torso. A bacta patch had been placed on his temple, but blood was visibly soaking through. Her mouth went dry in panic.They needed to get him out of there. They needed to get him to a bacta tank quickly.


Praying her wrist comm still worked, she keyed into a well used frequency. Specter 5 to Ghost, Specter 6 is down, we need immediate medevac…” she gasped in a breath, feeling the sting in her ribcage. “We’re located just outside the weapons factory.”


She hoped her message got out.


“What happened?” she asked out loud to anyone that would answer.


“You came out and the first blast threw all of us down.” One of the men clarified “There was another blast and he got up. He was using his Jedi powers to hold back most of the debris.” She looked around and sure enough, large chunks of the base were formed in a semicircle around them. He must have stopped them in midair and dropped them so their allies wouldn’t be crushed. “He saved us, but he couldn’t stop some of the smaller bits from…” The man fell silent.


Sabine looked at Ezra’s torso again. Blood was visible around the edges of the shrapnel and the medic had made no move to remove the shards poking from his skin. This meant that he most likely thought that Ezra wouldn’t last long if he did.


“Ezra.” she placed a hand against his face and cringed at how cold and pale he was. “Ezra hang in there.” She said reassuringly, not knowing if he could hear her.


She looked to the medic who had sat back and stopped his work. He wiped his brow and looked at her with a small shake of his head.


That couldn’t mean what she thought it did. “If we can get him into a tank?” she asked quietly.


The medic shrugged heavily “I honestly don’t know at this point.”


She looked around the sky frantically. Her call had to have gotten out. “Someone go and see if we can get a transport over here!” she ordered. “Are there other wounded?”


The medic spoke up again “A few minor injuries, including your own, but he managed to shield almost everyone else.”


She looked back to the face of the boy lying before her. “Ezra?” her fingertips gently caressed his cheek. She could hear explosions and ships fighting in the distance, she felt the heat from the factory flames at her back, and heard the soft rustling of the tall grass of Lothal. It all seemed surreal to her with him like this. 


“We have to keep moving.” A male voice said as hand was placed on her shoulder.


She looked up at the armored man. “I can’t just leave him here.” she said firmly.


“With all due respect, we can’t just wait for the Empire to-” She wasn’t having anyone telling her what to do at that moment and she cut off the speaker with her own speech.


“If you feel you need to go, then do so. I’ll order you to go, complete our mission of taking Lothal, and report back to me.” She couldn’t bear to leave Ezra now.


“Ma’am, you could be in danger if you stay here.” One of her other warriors insisted.


Gloved hands tried to pull her to her feet and she shoved against armor plates to get away. “NO!” she screamed, her throat burning from the smoke of the ruined base and her ribs aching. “LET ME GO! THAT’S AN ORDER!”


They must’ve thought her judgment compromised because they tried to pull her farther away. “STOP!!” she cried out “PLEASE!!!” Nothing availed, so at last she screamed “LET ME GO!!! I LOVE HIM!!”


They stopped tugging at her “I love him!” she said firmly. “And you will let me go back to him!” she growled, dropping her hand to the darksaber hilt on her waist, feeling her muscles tense for a fight.


Hands released her and she stumbled back to him. She looked around at her faithful group. “You can all go if you wish, but I love him and I’m staying at his side!”


No one moved. She knew they would rather die here defending her, than run.


“I knew it.” a soft voice drew her attention. Ezra’s eyes were open now and he was smiling up at her.


“Ezra!” She brought her hand back to his face, gently tracing against his cheek.


“You...you said you love me.” He weakly smirked. “I knew it all along.” He tried to laugh, but coughed, causing him to wince in pain.


“Ezra, don’t talk. It’ll be ok.” she soothed. “We’re getting a medical transport for you, you need to save your strength.”


“I love you too Sabine.” He took shallow breaths and closed his eyes.


“Ezra?” She asked concerned he would pass out from the pain or blood loss.


His azure eyes opened again. “I'm right here Sabine.”


He raised an arm slowly, placing his hand to her cheek. She held it in place with her own, leaning into his touch.


“I wanted to ask you something before it's too late.” His thumb twitched against her cheekbone.


“Ezra no, you'll be fine! You can ask me anything you want once you're fixed up.” She bit her lip hoping beyond hope that she was right.


He wheezed a laugh and coughed again, a thin trail of blood coursing down from the corner of his mouth.


“Ezra please save your strength.” She begged “There's help on the way.”


He shook his head lightly “I need to ask you Sabine.”


“Fine.” She agreed “If it'll make you shut up and rest.”


He smiled “I wanted to ask you for a long time, but I could never get up the courage.”


She felt her heart beat in trepidation of what he would say next.


“Sabine Wren, will you marry me?” he croaked out between pale lips.


She didn’t think her chest could hurt any more than it did already, but he had just proved her wrong.


She bit her lip, trying not to cry. She’d come to accept his love for her was never ending, and that she too in turn loved him. “If we make it out of this fight then yes, I will marry you Ezra Bridger.”


His smile disappeared. “I meant regardless.” he gazed at her meaningfully. 


She felt the hot trail of a tear fall down her face. He swiped at it with his thumb.


“That had better be a happy tear.” He smiled tenderly.


She had to swallow a sob as she smiled down at him. “Yes.” She lied.


“Good” he said closing his eyes “Fenn Rau told me that all you have to do is say some sort of vow to each other and you're married.”


She nodded, letting him feel it against his hand.


“Will you tell me what it is?”He opened his cerulean eyes once more.


She bent her head trying to quell the feelings rising up in her throat. She couldn’t talk. It hurt too much. She raised her gaze to the man sitting across from her and opened and shut her mouth trying to utter the words, motioning at him to help her. 


“It starts out, Mhi solus tome.” The medic beside them spoke up for her, saying the first part of the vow.


Ezra looked up at Sabine and repeated the phrase. “Mhi solus tome.”


She clenched her teeth trying to wrestle her voice into speaking.


“Mhi solus dhar'tome.” The medic continued, feeding Ezra the lines of the vow.


“Mhi solus dhar'tome.” Ezra mirrored, his hand pressing against her cheek lovingly.


“Mhi me'dinui an.” He was coached again.


“Mhi me'dinui an” He said weakly. Sabine could feel her heart pounding and her body start to shake.


The medic looked to her and paused in his leading of Ezra’s words. She nodded at him to continue with the last line.“Mhi ba'juri verde.”


“Mhi ba'juri verde” Ezra finished.


Sabine took as much of a breath as her ribs would allow, and repeated the vow in a quivering voice. “Mhi solus tome. Mhi solus dhar'tome. Mhi me'dinui an.” Her breath hitched in a small whimper as she finished. “Mhi ba'juri verde.”


Ezra grinned when she’d ended. “Is that it? We're married?”


She swallowed thickly and nodded “Yes.”


"Zeb owes me a thousand credits." He wheezed and she laughed gently. His forehead knit “You can call me stupid if you want, but will you tell me what it meant that we said?”


She caressed his arm and hand still raised to her cheek. “We are one together. We are one when parted. We share all. We will raise warriors.” Pain in her ribs couldn’t stop the little sob that came out at the end.


“Ah.” he muttered. “I guess you’ll have to do that last one without me. Go find a couple of street kids and teach them to fight, ok?”


She took a gasping breath. “Ezra you’ll live! Please!”


She was completely shaking now.


“Don’t I get to kiss the bride?” He smirked, changing the subject.


She let out a trembling breath and leaned forward, gently kissing him. She could smell the bacta on his skin and taste blood on his lips. She had imagined many times what their first kiss would be like, but this had never crossed her mind. 


Pulling away, she saw the smile on his face. “I love you Sabine. Once more please.”


She leaned down again and pressed her lips to his softly.


The hand at her cheek went slack and she sat up. “Ezra?” She shook his hand still in her grip. “Ezra?”


Sabine looked towards the medic on the other side of him, fingers pressed to the boy’s wrist, searching for a pulse. He didn’t need to say what had happened, but just lowered his head in defeat, placing Ezra’s wrist back on the ground.


Sabine couldn’t breathe at first. Her heart froze, and her mind went blank. He couldn’t be dead.


“Ezra!” she took his face in both hands “Ezra, come back! Ezra!” She placed kisses to his cheeks and lips, not caring that she could still taste his blood in her mouth, or that she was trailing it over his face. “Ezra please!!!” she cried, tears streaming freely now. “You can’t leave me! Not now!!” She kissed him again desperately. “This is what you wanted! You wanted me to be yours and now I am! You can’t just leave!!!”


A low scream and sobbing sounded from her as she broke. Inhuman noises ripped from her chest, causing her lungs to ache. Every cry was agony as she let it escape her body.


She wept by him, surrounded by her loyal warriors until a ship landed nearby. Help had come, but it was already too late.


She collapsed next to him, completely exhausted mentally, emotionally, and physically. This wasn’t real… it couldn’t be…


She turned to see his face again, his eyes were closed as if in sleep. She imagined he would wake up soon and turn to her with a laugh, teasing her at how scared she’d gotten.


But he didn’t.


She was in a daze as familiar figures approached. She couldn’t respond to any questions, or even really process what they were saying. Large purple hands of her lasat brother tried to pick her up off the ground. A scream wrenched her throat and she struggled back to Ezra’s side. “I won’t leave him! I’m his wife!”


She faintly comprehended the medic’s voice explaining to them what had happened.


Sabine had to wake Ezra up, she just had to!


Leaning over him she kissed his forehead and lips again. “Wake up Ezra!” She yelled hoarsely. “Why won’t you wake up?! This isn't funny Ezra!”


“Can you do something to put her to sleep? We need to move.” A strong female voice wavered with sorrow.


Sabine tried to struggle against them, but her body wouldn’t respond. She felt the drug entering her system making her mind fuzzy again. She barely registered Hera holding her and stroking her hair, whispering comforting words in her ear.


Sabine looked back to Ezra’s lifeless form and called out to him once more in a whisper. “Ezra, don’t leave me.” the darkness of sleep took her, and he was gone.


 


 


Storybook kiss.
 


Sabine tossed in her bunk. She’d tried everything she knew to get to sleep.


She’d tried art, music, counting, deep breathing, and now she was running out of ideas.


Climbing out of bed she decided to find her data pad she'd had earlier that day. There was a novel she could finish and hopefully put herself to sleep. Searching her room and coming up empty handed, she thought back on where she'd last had it.


She wandered into the common area of the Ghost and finally spotted it.


The only problem was, it was being used by someone else.


“Ezra?” She whispered.


He jumped and looked up. “You scared me.” he said quietly.


“What are you doing with my datapad?” she raised an eyebrow and folded her arms over her chest.


He smiled up at her. “Reading. You have some really cool stories on here.” He glanced at the datapad in sudden realization. “I hope you don’t mind.”


She shook her head and slid into the bench next to him. “What have you read?” Sabine often collected tales of adventure from across the galaxy, some fictional, some not. She had come to enjoy various writers and genres.


“Here.” He slid the screen closer to her “I was finishing the one about the nerf herder and the princess.”


She hummed “Oh yeah, that one.” Scooting closer, they read together.


They had worked out a system before where they would read silently to themselves and he’d nod when he was ready for her to scroll to the next page. She’d noticed when he’d joined their crew that he had read a lot slower than her, but he was much better now.


This story wasn’t specifically a children’s novel, but it was simpler in its form and grammar. He’d known the basics of reading and writing, but he’d made leaps and bounds in the short years they’d been together as a crew.


He yawned as they reached the final chapter. “Sleepy?” she asked.


He nodded “I’m glad the reading is working.” he smiled. “By the way, what are you doing up?”


She shrugged. “Probably the same as you. Couldn’t sleep so I decided to read.”


He nodded “Yep. I couldn’t sleep either.”


She yawned, feeling the fatigue starting to set in. “Let’s finish this last chapter so we can go to bed.”


He agreed and she scooted closer reading the first line. As she read down the page she started to feel more and more tired. She felt her eyelids wanting to close and her head getting heavy. Her head started drooping and when she jerked awake he flinched.


“Are you ok?” He put the datapad on the table. “You should go to sleep.”


She nodded “I should.” Her head dropped heavily onto his shoulder. “We’re almost done though. Just a few pages left.” She didn’t want to leave the story hanging.


He shifted and she sat up “Sorry.”


“No it’s ok!” he chuckled nervously. “You can lean on me.”


Her head nestled against his shoulder again. Normally she wouldn’t do something like this, but tiredness clouded her senses. She tried to concentrate on the story. The danger had been subsided and the couple was now ready to fly off together and live happily ever after. The story ended with a romantic first kiss between the two.


Ezra had leaned his head against hers sometime during the reading and now that they had finished he shifted, laying across the bench. Her body limply followed and she ended up laying across his chest held in his arms.


Listening to his heartbeat and breathing lulled her to sleep. She didn’t know how long she’d slept, but it couldn’t have been more than a few minutes. She opened her eyes and tilted her head up to see if he was still awake. He opened sleepy blue eyes and smiled at her.


Her head dropped and her mind started wandering through the book they had read to keep her heart from pounding.


“It’s not very realistic.” She grumbled, her cheek pressed to his chest.


“What’s not?” he asked groggily. She could feel his voice thrumming through his sternum. 


“That last bit. I don’t think that would’ve been a good first kiss.”


His hand fiddled against her back. “Why not?”


She propped up to speak better. “I just think that first kisses aren’t usually some huge thing after a near death experience. I mean, it could happen, but honestly I’d prefer something more quiet.”


“Like now?” His eyes flit away from hers when he realized what he'd said.


Her eyebrows rose and her heartbeat quickened. So much for being sleepy a minute ago. She should’ve gone to bed.


“I mean…” he shifted nervously. “If you were to want to kiss someone, would it be in a situation like this? I didn’t mean kissing me specifically.” He smiled that lopsided grin and a blush flooded his cheeks. He really was cute.


“Yeah.” she answered. “This would be a perfect setting. Calm, comfortable, no one else around.”


He looked away again. She’d known of his love for her for a long time, and she’d grown very fond of him over the years. Why shouldn't she kiss him? In her introspection she found that she couldn’t find a good reason not to.


She leaned her head against him again. “Would you want to be kissed at a time like this?” she smirked while she felt his breathing and heart beat quicken.


“I guess.” he breathed out a laugh. “I don’t really know.”


She paused. “Have you ever been kissed before?”


He sighed, his breath tickling her hair. “Almost.”


She snuffed “Almost?”


“I wanted to kiss this one girl on Lothal, but never got the chance.” He took a breath “Her family moved to Alderaan and I wanted to kiss her goodbye, but chickened out. She was my only friend back then.”


Sabine felt for him, knowing how much being lonely and losing friends could hurt.


“Have you?” He asked.


She grimaced. “Yeah, but I didn’t like it.” she admitted.


“What do you mean?” He sounded concerned.


“It was my first kiss. I thought I liked him, but when he tried to go further than I wanted right away, it kinda made me sick.” When he didn’t say anything, she propped up again to look at him. He looked angry. “Ezra?”


His clear blue eyes connected with hers. “That shouldn’t have happened. I’m sorry.”


She shook her head. “It wasn’t your fault.” she studied his face and felt her heart leap into her throat. “Besides I don’t count him as a first kiss. So I could say I’ve never had a first kiss.”


She stared into his eyes and his expression softened. “We could fix that.” he breathed


Her heart fluttered “We could.”


He started to lean up toward her and she leaned forward.


This was it.


Would it be just like the last time that she’d been kissed?


Would it make her want to run away?


She closed her eyes and their lips connected softly and shortly.


He leaned his head back again, pulling away from her. He was smiling and she found that she was too.


She was actually happy.


It was so different than before.


This time she wanted more.


Scooting up, she leaned over him and pressed her lips to his.


She felt like a spark had started a warmth that spread through her heart.


She never wanted the feeling to end.


Pulling away to look at him she was taken in by the sight of his eyes closed and a soft smile in his lips. When his cerulean orbs opened she lost her breath.


Hugging tightly to him again she realized that she'd longed for this and had never known.


“We should get some sleep.” He said passing fingers gently through her colorful hair.


“We should.” She agreed, but didn't move.


After a few more soft kisses she laid her cheek on his chest again. She felt herself dozing off and didn't mind the soft kiss on the top of her head.


...


A soft nudge woke her up early. “Hey.”


She opened her eyes to see a huge figure standing over her.


Realizing that she was still using Ezra as a pillow and that Zeb was standing there smirking smugly at them, she smoothly moved to break away from the young Jedi.


“Nothing happened!” She quickly glared up at the lasat.


He chuckled “I didn't ask.”


Sabine looked back at the still sleeping boy. He really must've been exhausted.


“We stayed up reading and fell asleep. That's it.” She blushed madly, thinking of the way their lips had connected last night.


“Like I said. I didn't ask.” The tall lasat grinned at her with a look that clearly said he didn't believe her.


She shook her head and snatched up her datapad from the table before storming past him and toward her room. Reaching her quarters she closed the door behind her and had to laugh at herself for getting so flustered.


Looking down at the datapad she smirked. “Now that’s a first kiss.” she told it as though the story they had read could hear her.


Better than her storybook was the kiss she'd gotten from a certain boy. She smiled, passing her fingertips over her lips.


There better be another chapter to this story between them. She thought to herself with a grin. Many more.


 


 


 


Darkside Kiss
Chapter Summary


What if Ezra had chosen a different path?


Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Chapter 7


Darkside kiss.


“What happened out there?” Sabine asked Kanan, a worried tone in her voice.
She felt the trepidation rising as he shook his head remaining silent.




“Kanan?” Hera’s voice questioned. “Where's Ezra?”




Kanan hesitated again and finally spoke. His voice was softer and hoarse. “He’s with Maul.”




There was a pause and no one made a sound, save Chopper.




“The kid was kidnapped again?” Zeb finally blurted.




Kanan turned to face the group. “No! Ezra left because I failed him as a teacher! He went with Maul to become his disciple!”




There it was.
The familiar sting of pain.
The knife of loss twisting in her gut.
Sabine turned her eyes to the distant bulkhead.




“The kid can't be gone!” Zeb protested. “He's probably there to sabotage Maul and find his way back to us for all we know.”




Sabine stomped away. The pain was quickly shifting to anger.
She didn't want anyone to see her like this over Ezra.
Locking herself in her cabin she gritted her teeth holding back a scream of frustration. She grabbed the nearest object to her and flung it across the room hearing it bang and crash.
Sinking down to the floor she took a moment to breathe. “Ezra why?”
She had always feared the dark Jedi in the tales of old, spun by her family and clan.
Why would he choose that path?
The efforts began to restore Ezra to their crew, but soon they had to accept defeat and continued work for the rebellion.




It would be two years before they encountered him again.




A smuggling job gone bad lead them to a seemingly deserted corner of space. Rebellion ships had been disappearing in these coordinates and they kept a sharp eye out for any empire ambush attempts.
Sabine watched out the gun turret window scanning for anything unusual.


That's when she heard it.
A whisper in her mind. “Sabine...Sabine help me…”




She couldn't breathe. She'd never forget his voice.




She leapt from the chair booking down to the cockpit.
“Kanan!” She burst into the pilots area. “Kanan did I you hear that?!”
She found her chest heaving with expended energy and adrenaline.




“Hear what Sabine?” Kanan inquired.




“That voice?” She didn't want to admit who she thought it was. “I heard someone asking for help.”




Kanan shook his head tilting his unseeing face toward Hera. “No, did you hear anything Hera?”




The motherly Twilek frowned at Sabine “No. Are you sure you're feeling alright Sabine?”




She slumped into the chair behind Kanan. “I swear I heard…” she paused as she heard it again.




“Sabine, help me!” It was more urgent now.




She gasped sharply “Kanan it's Ezra! I hear him.”




“Ezra?” Kanan turned away in shock before he directed his attention back to Sabine. “Are you sure?”




The Mandalorian took a breath trying to steady her heart. “He was asking for help. We have to find him.”




Kanan nodded slowly. Sabine watched as he reached out into that mysterious Force he had a connection to.
“She's right.” Kanan muttered “Ezra's out there. He's in turmoil.”




Sabine felt panic and a glimmer of fleeting hope. Was this really happening?




“Can you lead me to him?” Hera asked Kanan.




The Jedi turned, placing one hand on Hera’s shoulder the other stretched out to the viewport of the Ghost as if grasping at the stars beyond his reach.




With his guidance they soon landed on a seemingly dead planet. Everything was dark and cold, with shadows haunting their peripherals.


Hera stayed with Chopper on the ship, ready in case they needed a swift getaway. Kanan lead them to a series of rock faces where they discovered a hanger bay with a ship, and a door leading into the mountains.




“Now, this could be a trap. We need to be cautious.” Kanan had already reiterated that fact before but Sabine took it to heart again.




She wanted to trust Ezra. She wanted to save him. But what if he was too far gone?
She broke through the security defense and unlocked the door. Entering the corridor they quietly snuck down the dim hallway. It looked like an abandoned base of some sort. There were burn marks and debris as though a battle had taken place.




“Looks like whoever was here last left in a hurry.” Zeb growled, tracing a massive hand across a blaster mark on the wall.




“Or never left at all.” Kanan muttered as they passed a suit of old clone armor that was oddly lying on the ground. It's occupants body no longer fleshed out the protective gear, leaving it seemingly crumpled on the floor.




They reached an open section that lead off in different directions. “Kanan, can you find him?” Zeb asked in a hushed tone.




Kanan shook his head. “I can't tell.”




“Then we split up.” Sabine volunteered.




“It's too risky.” Kanan whispered.




“Kanan.” Sabine glanced around in the shadows. “The sooner we find him, the sooner we get out.”




Zeb nodded. “She's right Kanan. We can't waste time. We need to find the kid.”




As Kanan deliberated, Sabine hoped he would agree. Ezra spoke to her alone. Maybe he would appear to her alone.




“Fine. We'll split up and look for Ezra. Then we'll meet up back here in 10 if we don't find him.” Kanan ordered.




Sabine picked the passage to her right and swiftly searched any room along the way. Becoming frantic she tried to think to Ezra. She wasn't sure how the Force worked but maybe if she thought about him hard enough he'd know she was looking for him.




“Sabine. Help. Maul. Gone. Help.”
She flinched as his voice entered her thoughts again.




“Ezra.” She whispered and ran down the passage.
She came to a door and when it opened she saw a hooded figure standing with it's back to her.




This was it. She'd fallen for a trap and now Maul was here and going to kill her.




She readied her blasters. “Don't move!”




The figure laughed a haunting chuckle. “Is that how you treat an old friend?”




Her heart practically stopped. Her arms felt heavy and she started shaking as the figure turned.




Ezra.




Older, taller, his hair longer and tied back, his eyes…. his eyes broke her heart. Yellow and haunting, his eyes glimmered with malice and hatred at her.
“I thought you of all people would want to save me. Not kill me.”




Her blasters dropped to the ground. “That's why I'm here Ezra! That's why I came!” She shuddered as he glared her down. The room seemed to grow cold around her.
“Ezra please. Please come back with us.” Sabine begged. “We miss you.” She took in more of his appearance. He just didn't look the same without his trademark bright orange. Dark clothes didn't suit him.




He moved closer and she fought the urge to retreat. “You changed your hair.” He smirked.




“You changed a lot more.” She countered. Figuring she had to be defensive to avoid him striking her at a weak spot.




He chuckled again. “Yes. I have. I did it for you Sabine.”




She hadn't expected that at all. “For me?” She grew angry. “You left. You turned into a….a nightmare Ezra look at you.”




He raised an eyebrow. “A nightmare?” He hummed “Maybe to some, but don't you see Sabine? I have great powers now. I can defend you and we can stop the empire together. I can make your dreams come true Sabine.”




She shook her head. “What do you know about my dreams?”
She'd had dreams once. Dreams of defeating the Empire and being free, of reunion with her clan, of a future.
A future that might have included him.




“Now, now Sabine.” He grinned. “I always loved your feisty attitude.” His grin was anything but comforting. He bent and picked up her blasters, slipping them back into her holsters he stood inches from her. He was taller than her now and stared down into her eyes. He leaned closer whispering to her. “I always loved you.”




Her heart jumped. Out of fear or excitement she couldn't tell.




“Then come with me Ezra.” She decided to go for broke and try everything to get him back. “I never needed you to be anything more than you were. I don't need your new powers. I just want you back. Please.” A single tear slipped down her cheek.




He seemed to falter. “Sabine?”
She placed a hand on his face and knew there was no going back.


She stood up on her toes pushing a kiss to his lips.
It was a desperate move, but maybe it was enough to make him rejoin them.
She broke away and looked up into his face. Her heart swelled with such emotion as she'd never felt before. So much love towards this fallen Jedi she had called a friend flooded through her.
He opened his eyes to reveal the passive blue she had known long ago.
“Ezra?”




He drew a shaky breath “Oh Sabine.” He nearly collapsed on her shoulder. “I'm sorry. I've done terrible things.”




She didn't doubt it but held tightly to him. “It's ok Ezra. Just come home.”




He tensed again and withdrew from her grasp. “Home?” He scoffed “The Empire took my home. I'm going to get revenge for everything that they stole.”




She shook her head “Don't think about that now Ezra.” She couldn't risk him slipping away now.




Suddenly he stood straight, looking upward. “Maul. He's coming back.” He gripped her upper arm and steered her back the way she had come. They reached the intersection between corridors and he stopped. “You need to leave.”




Sabine broke from his grip. “You should come with us. Please.”




“SABINE!” Kanan and Zeb came running toward them. They stopped. When they realized who was with her. “Ezra!” Zeb exclaimed. “Come on let's go!”




Ezra looked over his companions and took a step back. “No. I'm staying here. I'll soon be strong enough to overthrow the Emperor.”




Kanan started explaining to Ezra how it was all lies and that Maul was only using him, but Sabine drifted away from the argument. She had kissed Ezra. The feeling of his lips on hers re-entered her mind. She watched helplessly as the man she loved was overcome with darkness again.


Ezra was lost.


His eyes had lost their blue again and she put a hand on her blaster. “Kanan, Zeb. Get to the ship.” When they protested she pulled a blaster and aimed a shot between them and Ezra. “I SAID GO!!!”




Kanan was reaching for his saber, but Zeb grabbed the Jedi and ran back toward the entrance.




“Ezra.” She approached “I can't love the darkness in you, but if you ever want to come home I'll be there for you. Just don't forget me. I love you Ezra.” She pushed a swift kiss to his cheek and pulled away.




She backed away before turning and running back toward the ship.
Making it on board they managed to lift off and escape just as Maul’s ship entered the area.


Sabine watched the planet fade but her hope of Ezra's return remained.


She couldn't give up. 


 


 


 


Chapter End Notes


Sorry I've been gone so long. I'm horribly busy with life and family. I've had some rough patches with some family and I just want to tell you guys to never lose hope. If you need help take it. It's ok to reach out when you are depressed and need others.


Accidental Kiss
Chapter Summary


Oops


 


 




Hera had put a lot of effort into a small Life Day celebration for their crew. The Wookiee holiday had spread through the galaxy and had become a celebration of hope and light for many. A time to honor those that had gone before and love those around you. She’d given small gifts to the crew and had a holo projection of a tree on the dejarik board.


Sabine found herself up late, staring at the image when she wasn’t working on her new data pad she’d received. The other one had broken recently during one of their adventures. She’d dropped it as the ship was shaken by imperial laser bolts. It slid all the way down the hall only to get stepped on in the haste of the crew to return fire.


She was working on downloading from the broken one’s memory bank, when a voice called her attention.


“Uh hey Sabine.” Ezra grinned “Happy Life Day.”


“Yeah. You too.” She was busy and couldn’t do with distractions.


“You know,” he sat next to her “I’d never heard of this holiday before now. I bet my parents would have loved it.”


Her hands paused. It wasn’t often that he spoke of them out of the blue. “Something bothering you Ezra?”


He shook his head vigorously “Oh, no, I’m sorry I didn’t mean to…”


“It’s ok.” She assured. “You can talk to me.”


“I just,” he stammered “I’m glad I have Kanan and Hera to look after me. They’re almost like parents, but I feel like...like I’m forgetting my real parents and replacing them.”


She hadn’t expected the words to hit her so hard. “Yeah. I get it.” She admitted, feeling her stomach clench. “I feel like that too occasionally, but you want to know something? Family can be whatever you want it to be. If you think of Hera and Kanan as parents, that doesn’t mean that your blood parents are any less of that to you. They’re still yours no matter what. You don’t have to choose between them.”


His head raised “I guess you’re right.” He seemed to breathe again in relief.


“Does that mean I’m family too?” She asked teasingly.


“Oh yeah! Sure! I mean, well.. I don’t know, I had thought of you more…nevermind.” he looked defeated again.


She shook her head chuckling. “Well this holiday is for love too.”


He nodded and blushed, turning his face away.


Impulsive thoughts entered her mind. “I didn’t have a gift for you today.”


“That’s ok. I don’t need anything.” He shrugged. “Hera’s gift was enough. And I have all of you guys.”


She leaned closer “Still, I think I should.” She placed her hand under his jaw and aimed a kiss at his cheek.


He turned quickly mid swoop and she completely missed her target, landing her lips instead on his own awkwardly.


She gasped and drew back. His eyes were wide and he pressed himself back against the seat.


“SORRY!” They said in unison.


A smile started creeping across her face as she tried to stifle her laughter.


“I’m so sorry, I was aiming for your cheek, but…” she laughed out loud “Oh you should have seen your face!”


He felt it safe to start chuckling too “My face? You should’ve seen yours!!!” They were both cracking up and eventually caught their breath.


“Oh that was great.” She sighed happily wiping tears from her eyes from laughing so hard.


“Here.” This time she held his head still and pecked her intended target. “There’s my gift to you.” She smirked. “No more since you messed up the first one.”


He rolled his eyes. “I didn’t know what you were doing.” He protested. He was silent for a second before asking mischievously “What should I give you?” He threw in a wink to push his luck.


It was her turn to roll her eyes. “A good hour to myself would be great.”


His face fell “Oh, sorry.” He stood to leave.


“Wait!” She grabbed his hand “I didn’t mean it like that. Didn’t mean you were annoying me.”


He flopped back down. “Ok. Then, maybe I can help you with your project?”


She looked at the forgotten data pads on the table. “Sure.” She smiled.


“And Sabine?” He toyed with his sleeve.


“Yes Ezra?” She picked up her tools again.


“Thank you. I do think of you as sort of family.” He said nervously.  


“Thank you Ezra. That means a lot to me. You’re my family too.”


She glowed as his smile lit up the room, and got to work with his help.


 


Out in The Rain Kiss
Chapter Summary


A little rain never hurt anybody. No specific timeline.


It had been a stormy day on Lothal. The ghost crew had taken the day to recuperate as Hera didn’t want to fly in the storms without good reason.
Not that she couldn’t, but there were so many unpredictable factors she’d rather not deal with at the moment.
The hazy conditions kept them out of sight as well. No need to attract unwanted attention on a day like today. The empire wasn’t looking for them in a storm, so they might as well relax.


Kanan was meditating, Hera and Chopper were tinkering around in the cockpit doing some repairs, Zeb was sleeping, Sabine was in her room, and Ezra sat on the lowered cargo ramp, watching the storm roll.
Dark clouds heavy with rain loomed over them, threatening to burst at any moment. Thunder echoed in the distance and flashes of lightning sparked occasionally in the fluffy grey overcast.


He took in a deep breath through his nose, smelling the coming rain.
Raindrops in the tall grass was one of the sounds he’d gotten used to living here. It was a sad sound to him. He sighed out the breath and leaned forward on his drawn up knees.


“What are you gloomy about now?” He jolted as Sabine’s voice startled him.


“I’m not gloomy.” He mumbled, staring out at the waves of grass.


“You look gloomy.” She made it to the bottom of the ramp and gazed at the dreary sky. “I love the way the clouds look. They’re so full of character. I wish I could capture them in a painting.” She turned, smiling at him, but stopped when she saw his sullen face. “You don’t like the rain?”


He had to admit he felt a little dull. “I guess I like the rain, it just makes me feel lonely.” He confessed. “When I lived in my radio tower, the rain would drown out all the noises around me. I could usually hear the city noises, but when it rained heavily enough, I couldn’t see or hear the city. I was alone, and isolated out there.”


She studied his face, his eyes remaining on the scenery. “Well now you’re with us. Rain can be a good thing now.” She ventured out into the open as droplets started falling. He watched her spin around in the downpour.
She laughed and made her way back to his sitting place. Raising her hands to her hair she fluffed it, splashing him with tiny drops of water.


“Hey!” He fussed.


“What are you gonna do about it?” She taunted, flicking more on him.


He lunged playfully and she ran back into the rain. “Come on, come get me!” She teased, dancing back into the rain. He ran after her and an impromptu game of tag happened in the stormy field.


“See?” She panted as they lay on the ground together, laughing after he tackled her. “Rain can be fun.”


He turned his head, squinting as water trickled over his face. “Ok. So it’s a little fun. I guess you win.” He grinned as he attempted to catch his breath.


“If I won, then what’s my prize?” She asked sitting up.


He followed and shrugged. “You win the right to say I told you so?”


She huffed “I’d say that anyway.”


He chuckled “Yeah, you would.” He struggled to think of something else when suddenly an idea flashed through his mind. She’d never go for it, but he had to try it.
“Ok, you’ve won a super romantic kiss in the rain from yours truly.” He grinned cheekily, knowing she’d refuse.


“Hmmm, I’ve always wondered what the hype was about.” She said, playing with a stalk of grass.


“Wait, you...you what?” He stammered.


“I swear in every holodrama or romance story there’s a part where the two lovers kiss in the rain and it’s written all dramatically, but I don’t see how it would be any different than normal.”


He swallowed heavily. “Oh.” There was an awkward silence between them. “You read romance stories?” He asked timidly.


She blushed. “Oh, uh, Hera left her datapad out one day and I was bored. I downloaded a few to my pad not knowing what they were. I just wanted something to read I guess.”


He nodded. “And they all talk about kissing in the rain?”


“Well, almost all.” She nervously chuckled. “I don’t see why it’s so great.”


“Should we find out?” He sheepishly suggested.


She looked surprised. “Seriously?”


He backtracked “I mean, you clearly don’t want to. I was just kidding you know?”


She hummed. “Alright, let’s try it. Then we can prove those stories are all fake.”


He blushed this time. “Really?” He squeaked.


She scooted closer and nodded. His heart thudded and he glanced at her lips. Stay calm, this is really happening! He thought to himself.


“Well?” She asked.


“Ok.” He took a breath. “Close your eyes.”


Surprisingly she did. She was so pretty, even rain drenched as she was. Water droplets ran down her face from her bangs. Her lips were shiny from being wet. He gulped and leaned in.
He was holding his breath in excitement as their lips touched softly.
He pulled back immediately and waited for her to say something. She peeked at him with one eye before opening both. “That’s it?” She looked confused. “Usually it’s more intense in the story. But I guess that’s fake right?”
He felt a little hurt at the fact that their first kiss hadn’t wowed her. He decided to do better.


“You mean like this?” He said before swooping in and pressing his lips again to hers. This time hands got involved as he held her face and she pressed at the back of his head bringing him closer. Soon he could feel her tongue on his and taste her mouth blended with that of the rain.
The sensation of droplets hitting them added to the feeling of their connection. Her mouth was warm, and the rain cold.
There were so many new experiences all happening at once.
They broke apart both panting.


“Wow.” She raised her eyebrows.


“Yeah.” He mirrored.


They smiled and laughed at the exact same moment.
“Well, I think that you win this time.” She teased as she stood and held out a hand to him.


He took it and got to his feet feeling a little swell of pride. “So was it just like your stories?”


She shrugged “I’d have to say they feel a little more accurate now.” They walked back up the ramp, both shaking water from their hair or clothes.


“That was amazing.” He said quietly “But we don’t have anything to compare with.”


“Huh.” She bit her lip. “We better fix that.” His heart leapt again and he leaned in to kiss her.


“Am I interrupting something?” A smug voice caused them to flinch apart.


“NO!” They both protested.


“Nothing going on here, Zeb.” Sabine shrugged.


“Nope, not at all!” Ezra agreed, rubbing the back of his neck awkwardly.


“Then why are you both soaked?” Their purple shipmate asked suspiciously.


“Oh, we were just playing in the rain.” Sabine grinned.


“Yeah! Nothing beats playing in the rain!” Ezra chuckled nervously.


“Right, well if you’re done, Hera wants a word with you.” He turned and left them standing silently.


“You wanna continue?” Ezra asked hopefully.


She moved forward and crashed their lips together. The moment was over too soon for him as she broke away. “We better get cleaned up.” She blushed.


“But you didn’t say if the rain made it better.” He teased.


“I’m still deciding. Maybe we need more references to go off of.” She winked and hurried out of the cargo bay.


He was left alone with the sound of the rain again. This time however, it was a happy sound.


Chapter 10
Chapter Summary


Holiday kisses? Takes place just before season 4 starts.


 


Life day was usually a small affair for the crew. Little, sometimes handmade, gifts were exchanged then life went on as normal. This time though, Hera went all out. She’d hung colorful lighted orbs around the ceiling of the ship, she had handmade treats for each of them, compiled presents, and even let Sabine paint an image of a wroshyr tree on the wall by the stack of presents. She hummed life day hymns to herself as she finished icing the cake she had made.


“Are you feeling alright Hera?” Zeb asked entering the galley.


“Never better! She smiled at her perfect creation.


“You seem to uh...enjoy this holiday a little more than usual.” The Lasat prodded.


“I just got inspired.” she shrugged.


“Hera.” a big furry hand rested on her shoulder.


She sighed softly and looked up at her crewmate. “Well, with Kanan and Ezra leaving soon to help Sabine on Mandalore, this might be our last chance to celebrate together.” A wave of melancholy swept over them both. “Honestly Zeb, I just want everyone to have a little bit of happiness after all we’ve been through.” The defeat at Attolon had dampened many spirits in the rebellion, including her crew’s.


He nodded. “I suppose we could use it.” He paused, looking at all the prep she had done. “Thank you Hera. You’re always so caring.”


She beamed “Can I trust you to help make this the best life day ever?”


He smiled “Spectre 4 reporting for duty.”


She chuckled and pointed to a pile of small branches that had been tied with ribbons. “Could you hang those above main doorways around the ship? I think it might provide a laugh or two.”


“What are they for?” he asked, picking up the small bundles.


“You hang them above an entryway and if two people are caught standing underneath them, they have to kiss.”


He chortled and grumbled sarcastically “Oh that’s a good idea.” He easily reached up and affixed one above the kitchen door. “You sure you want to encourage kissing among the crew? Especially amongst teenage crew members?”


She cocked her head. “I trust them to behave. Besides, it might be good for them.”


“Well I hope so. Ezra has been very moody lately, if you catch my drift.” Zeb said in a lowered voice.


Hera shrugged. “Like master, like student I guess.” She folded her arms over her chest. “Kanan’s been a little moody since I’ve been so busy lately.”


“Yeah, well Kanan has you to help fix that for him.” Zeb nudged her.


She cleared her throat. “Yes, well…” she thought fast to change the subject. “I think that getting everyone in the spirit of celebrating requires some old traditions and some new traditions. We can do our gift exchange today, and I’ve got all the fixings to make a nice dinner.”


Zeb made an affirming noise. “Ok Hera.” he made his way out to complete his task.


Hera bit her lip. Was Zeb right? Was that particular tradition something she should forgo?


Nah.


They’ll be fine. She smiled happily, continuing her preparations for that evening.


...


“Hey Zeb, have you seen...” Ezra was cut off by a loud yelp.


“Watch it!” Zeb had put out his hand to stop Ezra moving forward.


“Why!? What’s wrong?” Ezra suddenly had his guard up, sensing around them for danger.


“Hera had me put up these in all the main doors, if you stand under it with someone you have to kiss them.” Zeb explained with a grimace. “No offense kid, but you’re not exactly on my list of people I’d like to smooch.”


“Yeah.” Ezra laughed “Wait, you have a list?”


Zeb rolled his eyes, “It was just an example, but I bet you have one.” He said with a wink. The older Ghost crew member knew how to redirect Ezra’s focus by now.


The blue haired youth blushed slightly and backed away from the door. “Maybe, but you’re not on it.”


Zeb laughed and nodded. “Alright, then. No being in the same doorway till Hera takes these down.”


“Deal.” Ezra and Zeb had a good time avoiding doorways and dancing out of the way of others that day. Ezra may have tried to “accidentally” get under one with Sabine, but she way way too fast.


“Nice try Bridger.” she sassed as she dodged him.


They enjoyed the laugh, but really he hadn’t been too serious. He probably wouldn’t know what to do if he actually cornered her under a doorway with a hanging plant.


Hera had managed to catch each of her crew off guard and kissed their cheeks in her motherly fashion. Ezra had had to kiss Chopper even though he insisted droids don’t count. Kanan had kissed Sabine once on the forehead, but Hera on the lips multiple times, almost like he planned to bump into her “blindly” under the small branches. All together the crew seemed to be enjoying themselves for the last moments before Kanan, Ezra, Sabine, and Chopper would leave for Mandalore. They had been traveling with other Mandalorians and Rebels, but they had all joined their own ships and flown off in separate directions leaving the crew together for a moment of time. Even If it was only a few days, the crew were all antsy and ready to leave. That’s why Hera decided to have one more celebration for them.


“This tastes amazing Hera, thank you.” Kanan praised their dinner’s cook.


“You’re welcome.” She smiled happily looking around at her small makeshift family as they all agreed. “Should we exchange gifts before it gets too late?”


The planet they had stopped over on didn’t have a huge variety of things to choose from, but each was able to come up with small gifts for the others. Hera had gotten them more useful practical things and she probably helped Kanan find the rest of his gifts for the kids. Zeb had carved them all little figures each unique with a meaning in Lasat lore. Ezra had tinkered together little trinkets or found something that reminded him of each crew member. Sabine gave everyone art. Each person received a small painting except Kanan for whom she had made a sculpture. He could “see” things better if they were in 3D. Everyone was pleased with their gifts and were soon playing games or snacking on sweets together. Hera gathered their attention towards the end of the night after cake, and thanked them all for their work and willingness to be her crew and family. They all voiced their thanks for her and each other as well. They took a moment to reflect on their losses and how they were moving on to hopefully a better galaxy to come. Overall it was the best celebration any of them could have asked for.


Once Kanan Hera and Sabine had gone into their rooms, and he won a game against Zeb, Ezra decided that he’d better go to sleep too. He did want to say a private thank you to Sabine though. Knocking on her door softly he half expected her not to hear him.
The door opened and she smiled. Her face was beautiful in the colorful glowing lights from the orbs on the ceiling.


“I just wanted to say thank you for this.” He held her painting in his hand. It was a picture of him and the ghost crew together. “This really means a lot to me.”


She nodded. “Thank you for your gift.” She said referring to the container he’d bought and modified to store her art supplies. “It means a lot to me.”


He grinned. “I’m glad you like it. It took me forever to figure out what I should do for you. And by forever I mean like, all day cuz that’s all the time I had cuz yours was last. I mean, not that you’re last by any means, but hey I just got yours last cuz I wanted it to be good. Well I wanted everyone’s gift to be good, but you know.”


The corner of her lips lifted as he’d rambled. Ezra was still the same old Ezra, no matter how tall and attractive he got. “I think I understand.” She assured him.


He paused for a moment taking in how pretty she was in this glow, and how happy she seemed.


“You kids having any fun conversations?” Zeb said entering the hall and leaning on the bulkhead.


“Just saying thank you for the gifts.” she confirmed. “Thank you as well Zeb. I’m impressed by your skill.”


He chuckled. “It wasn’t all that. Just something I used to do as a kid. Thanks for your gifts too, but if you’ll excuse me I have to get some sleep.” He yawned and stretched widely in the passageway. He entered the door across the hall and paused before it shut, pointing to a spot above them. “Happy life day you two.”


The door sealed and they looked up. He had somehow taken one of the branch bundles and stuck it above the door.


Ezra looked shocked and stammered “Well we technically don’t have to kiss right?”


Sabine’s first instinct was a scowl at the now absent Lasat, but on second thought she decided things might not be so bad if she allowed one holiday kiss. She shrugged at him. “It is tradition though, and Hera did go through the trouble.”


“Ok.” He agreed, thinking she would just kiss his cheek and be done.


“What are you doing?” She questioned his awkward positioning.


“You’re going to kiss my cheek right? Or do you want me to kiss your cheek?” he questioned straightening up again.


She hummed and had an idea. “I think you should kiss me.”


“Ok.” He leaned in to kiss her cheek when suddenly she turned. Her soft lips collided for a moment with his and his heart leapt.


Breaking away, he was so shocked, he apologized “Sorry! I didn’t mean…” he stopped as his brain comprehended what had happened. “Did you…?” he took a breath. “Did we just kiss?”


A broad grin and a nod was all she could manage as she tried to hold back her laughter at his stunned face.


“Happy Life Day Ezra Bridger.” she giggled lightly and closed the door. Taking a deep breath she wished she could have recorded that. A knock surprised, and elated her. She opened it again to see Ezra shrug and point upward at the still present plant.
This time there was no question of what to do. Both leaned forward and kissed each other softly. They broke apart, but were soon back for more. This hadn’t been the plan for either of them, but neither was complaining. Arms wrapped around each other and they were lost in one another until a door opened across the hall. Jumping apart they both blushed as Zeb let out a howl of laughter and presented the fact that Chopper, parked next to him, had taken a holo pic of them mid smooch.


“Look at this lovely little blackmail. Happy Life Day to me” he laughed deeply.


“Zeb!” They yelled in unison.


He quickly shut and locked the door still guffawing at the two awkward teens.


They made eye contact and nodded. “Let's get him.” Ezra said and the two approached the door.


“You know I’ll have this door open in seconds!” Sabine yelled.


“Not with Chop in here to scramble the lock!” Zeb taunted alongside Chopper’s mechanical cackle.


“He’s right.” Ezra sulked.


“I’ll blow the door open.” Sabine threatened, turning to go back to her room.


“Woah!” Ezra blocked her. “Let’s find another way besides blowing up the ship.”


She pushed at his chest. “I’m not gonna blow up the ship, just a tiny explosion to the lock would…”


“Who is exploding things on my ship?” Hera’s voice sounded from the corridor entrance.


Everyone froze. Zeb and Chopper were silent.


“No one!” Ezra nervously giggled.


“What is going on here?” She asked looking around.


“Sabine and I were tricked into kissing by Zeb and now Chop won’t erase the holo of it he took!” Ezra blurted.


Hera’s eyebrow markings shot up and she looked above Sabine’s door at her new tradition hanging there. “I see.” She neared the closed door. “Chopper?” The droid made his usual disgruntled noises. “Chopper, come out here please.” Hera’s voice was far from asking politely. The door opened and Chopper shamelessly tottered out and displayed the holopic in full view of everyone. Ezra and Sabine were shown in the middle of a clearly passionate embrace and lip lock. Hera again had a look of shock on her face, before it melded into a sly knowing expression. “Oh I see.” She turned to the blushing teens. “You were tricked into kissing.” Her sarcasm was evident. “Maybe this was a bad idea.” She reached up and plucked the branch from the doorway. “Chopper, erase the holo, Zeb, apologize, you two…” she motioned at her youngest crew. “Go to bed.” She paused knowing she should rephrase. “Your own beds please. I need to talk with you both in the morning.” Chopper sputtered laughingly and followed Hera back up the corridor.


“Uh good night Sabine.” Ezra blushed leaning in.


She rolled her eyes in jest and swiftly pecked his lips.


“Goodnight Ezra.” She smiled as she closed and locked her door.


Zeb chuckled. “Well that didn’t go as planned.”


Ezra whirled “This was all your fault!”


Zeb looked scandalized “Me? I didn’t think you’d have the guts.”


They entered their room and Ezra climbed up to his bunk.


“You’re welcome.” Zeb teased.


Ezra smiled at the memory of her kisses. “Thanks Zeb.”


“I am sorry Hera got involved. And about Chopper, but I told Hera this might happen.” The Lasat grumbled from the bunk below.


“Hopefully it’ll happen again.” Ezra was too far into a daydreaming state to talk further.


Zeb smirked and shifted in his bunk. “Yeah, well goodnight Ezra.”


But Ezra didn’t hear him. His mind was too busy with elation and a happy giddy feeling he hadn’t felt in a long time. This had certainly been the best life day ever.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
























Lovers among the Spectres
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/28607799.


Rating:
Explicit
Archive Warning:
Underage
Category:
F/M
Fandom:
Star Wars: Rebels
Relationship:
Ezra Bridger/Sabine Wren
Character:
Sabine Wren, Ezra Bridger, C1-10P | Chopper, Garazeb "Zeb" Orrelios, Hera Syndulla
Additional Tags:
Smut, Anal Sex, shower fun, Dry Humping, Stupid (fun?) Adventures, Horny Teenagers
Language:
English
Stats:
Published: 2021-01-07 Words: 5,008 Chapters: 3/3
Lovers among the Spectres
by StarshipDreamer
Summary


Sabine and Ezra's newfound love is exciting, if a bit troublesome. Privacy on the Ghost is difficult, and resisting the urge to fool around on missions is further so. Everything would be a lot easier if they could just have the ship to themselves for one night...


(Kind of a follow up to my last ezrabine fic, but perfectly readable on its own)


Chapter 1
~ Aboard the Ghost, Rebel Space, 4 BBY ~


Sabine couldn’t help but laugh. Once again, she found herself completely spent. Poor postured, out of breath – and she called herself Mandalorian? Yet she was smiling all the same. This pleasant, glowing feeling was becoming the norm these days; it had been ever since they’d been honest with one another. Or rather, ever since she’d been honest with him.


“Already finished, Sabine?” taunted Ezra.


Ezra. Her. It still didn’t feel entirely real. Yet ever since her honesty – ever since her rather upfront admission – their love was emotionally, tangibly real. They’d been all over each other. Constantly.


“Not a chance, lothrat” Sabine replied, an unwanted tremble in her comeback. She gripped her hands around the boy’s long hair, pushing his face further into her pelvis. She couldn’t stop herself from moaning. “Aaah~”


Ezra surged at her innocent noise-making. He continued tonguing her, frantic and shameless lashes as he forced her to tense against the damp wall. Her fingers on the marble tile reminded her where the hell she was – this had all started as her routine morning shower. And of course, Ezra wasn’t supposed to be a part of that routine, not that that had stopped him. His “surprising” her wasn’t necessarily unwelcome – not at all, she knew, as she kept moaning like a little girl...


“Unnh Slow down...” she breathed. 


...But it was beginning to seem a bit problematic. They had agreed on a private, casual relationship, and yet he was making it clear that he craved her several times a day.


“Seriously Ezra, slow d–”


He was speeding up, of course. Tongue strong as he serviced her clit.  Within seconds warmth was surging through her body, and she succumbed to him finishing her for the second time. She came loud, and she might have even cried out his name. Then she was out of breath. Again.


“Yes, Sabine?” Ezra replied to her orgasm.


“Oh shut up” She splashed water in his face, rolling her eyes.


She cut her embarrassment short by forcing herself to stand up straight. She smiled down at him; her height was still slightly above his. “You are getting better, I guess,” she admitted. 


“Glad to hear it,” Ezra said honestly.


She embraced her boyfriend – the term still felt weird – wrapping her arms around him as she pressed her bare front against his back. Her hands naturally drifted down his body, taking her sweet time down his boyish chest and toned stomach. Her touch continued further downward towards his legs, and his penis was attentive to her direction. She hadn’t really intended to suggest as much, but she supposed it was only proper to return the favor. “Want me to jerk you off Ezra?” She whispered in his ear. His member became further engorged, and that was all the answer she needed. This would only take a few seconds anyway. 


Suddenly there was a loud rapping at the door.


“Eh, all good in there? Thought I heard you calling for Ezra...”


The voice was both growly and innocent. Zeb. 


Sabine silently cursed. She’d known this would happen eventually. 


“Uh... I think you’re hearing things, Garazeb.” She cursed again realizing she never called him that. “Ha, just kidding, I’m fine. Be out in a second.”


“Alright. I’ll be at the holochess.” Zeb said.


Sabine’s nerves seemed to melt away at his reply. She heard the big Lasat pacing away from the door, and allowed herself a sigh. Then Ezra slapped her ass.


“Ezra!” she yelped, before covering her mouth with her hand. She could only hope Zeb didn’t hear that one.


Sabine returned to the main quarters dressed in her usual painted armors, her blue-green hair still a bit damp. Zeb and Hera were completely absorbed in a Holochess game. 


“Morning guys,” she greeted casually.


“Morning” Hera murmured, her eyes locked on the checker board. 


“Where’s Kanan?” Sabine asked.


“Looking for Bridger.” Zeb groaned. “Kid’s probably stuck in a ceiling panel.”


Good thing Kanan didn’t check the refresher, or he would’ve found Ezra right between my legs. She smiled despite herself.


“What’s so funny?” Zeb raised an eyebrow.


“Er, nothing. You’re probably ri–”


“Hey guys!” Ezra swept in, arm stretched and casually scratching his head.


Sabine felt a bit stupid about their “I go then you go” plan for sneaking out of the refresher, but it also made her feel a bit excited. She’d never been... Well, she’d never been in a real relationship. Not that this one was completely normal, but it was a warm, mutual relationship that had finally brought some fun in her life.


She grinned. “I guess now we have to look for Kanan...”


Hera sighed, both at Kanan’s whereabouts and at Zeb’s holochess move. “Nah, Kanan’s fine. I just needed to see you three anyway.”


Chopper beeped aggressively.


“You four,” Hera corrected.


Ezra jabbed Chopper’s flimsy dome, and Hera continued:


“It’s you four who are going on a mission. Don’t worry, just a simple pick up. In fact, I’d usually just send one of you, but it’s best to be safe these days.”


The truth of her words spoke to Sabine. Pick-ups back when they were Spectres were a simple there and back. Now... now they were Rebels. Now they crossed paths with the likes of ISB Agents, Inquisitors, and even Darth Vader.


“Where to?” Ezra asked.


“Florrum.” 


“Hondo!?” They all exclaimed at once.


“Yes... Hondo.” Hera admitted. “I know he’s not the most... stable business partner, but he’s got no reason to cheat this time. Let’s just say... this time his entire business is on the line. He’ll cooperate.”


“We’ll make him.” Sabine said, some bite slipping into her voice. Not only did she have a healthy distaste for pirates – having collected their bounties during her younger years – she particularly had reservations about this Hondo character. Sure, their last exchange had ended relatively friendly, but the weequay had a certain something about him. An influence on Ezra, certainly. One she didn’t like. 


“When are we shipping?” Sabine asked.


“Hondo’s flexible within three rotations. As long as you’re there before eleventh hour.”


“Lets do it now.” Sabine concluded. “Best have him out of our hair.” “–Or lekku” she added.


Hera grinned. “You hear that, Zeb? Kids wanna leave now.”


Zeb rose from the lounge seat, his expression a bit sour.


“I was just about to win y’know,” Zeb nodded at the Holo board.


“Why do you think you’re going on the mission?” Hera smiled.


Sabine was checking the flight systems at the back of the Phantom when she saw Ezra walk in through the corner of her eye. 


“Hey.” She mumbled. 


“Hey.” He replied in the same passive tone. The proceeding pause made her realize she could have said a bit more. The silence continued as she clicked away at a troublesome panel with the hydrospanner. At some point she wondered if Ezra had just got up and left. She glanced back to check, only to find him leaning against the opposing wall. He was clearly looking at...


“Ezra, maybe you could give me a hand instead of staring at my butt?”


“Sorry, Sabine. You’re just... such a good mechanic.”


Sabine knew her grey strechpants made display of her features, and realized her current angle of working was likely presenting as much.


“Just because we’re together doesn’t mean you get to ogle me.”


“Who’s saying I didn’t ogle your butt when we weren’t together?”


Of course he did. “Well, now I’m noticing.”


“I let you notice,” he corrected, and she could hear his grin. “And only because you’re too cute when you’re blushing.” 


His tease made realization to the heat in her face. Ezra's effect on her left Sabine wanting to make out with him right then and there... to pin him against the ship’s panels and make him cum in his pants. She finally turned to him, and he seemed to understand her intent, his eyes as needy as hers. Their looking at one another nearly felt like physical intimacy in itself, and Sabine even wondered if Ezra sensed what she had been imagining... 


Their lustful connection broke just as quickly as it had formed–


“Everything good to go?” Zeb asked as he walked up the ramp.


“...Yeah” Sabine breathed. “Everything’s good.” 


She sighed internally. Why did that leave her feeling so... heated? She was usually better at keeping herself together. And I already came twice this morning... The warm memory only made her consider how Ezra must be feeling. He was already the more needy of them, always needing to blow a load in her before he could sleep. And the poor kid’s still waiting for me to jerk him off in the shower...


Well, a Jedi must have patience, right?


 






Chapter 2
~ Evening, Florrum ~ 


Hondo has a weird way of doing business, Ezra thought. He laughed to himself, knowing he should have seen this coming. Their “simple pick up” had led them to an abandoned Pirate warehouse. The place was dusty, completely ridden of all valuables. There was but one item of interest: The holo message left on the table. Ezra keyed the blinking device.


My friends, my friends! So glad you could make it. You see, Hondo is running a bit late, and so I am forced to entertain you with a simple message. A pitiful shadow of my true glory, I know, I know. Anyway, you are here today on wonderful Florrum for a moment of great importance! Yes, for today is Hondo Ohnaka’s much anticipated Pirate Reunion! All my greatest friends and colleagues are invited. Truly, it will make for a great day of celebration. Not to mention – profits! Now you may be thinking... dear Hondo, what does that mean for the cargo? And to that I say – there is no cargo! Haha. Just think of it this way: My wonderful company is the cargo! Or, It will be, anyway. Damn ship. Honestly, my current predicament reminds me of the time my mother– 


The Hologram fizzled out, the image rumbling in a way that suggested blaster fire. Typical.


“What a load of rubbish!” one weequay exclaimed. 


The Spectres hadn’t been the only ones who had arrived to the recorded message – it was a reunion, after all. It seemed that Hondo had invited all walks of life. At one corner, a pack of Talz were gibbering away unintelligibly with their snout-like mouths. Ezra couldn’t begin to guess what business they had with Hondo. The next group’s purpose was far more obvious: An assortment of alien dancers. A good host provides entertainment for his guests, Ezra knew. In fact, he wouldn’t be opposed to getting a private room so he could experience both Sabine and a dancer of his choice. He eyed one in particular, a voluptuous lime-skinned twi’lek who wore very little. He was already imagining the scenario – exploring the escort’s large breasts as he lay on his back, Sabine servicing him with her mouth.


Ezra forced himself to to snap out of it, and realized Sabine was glaring at him. He hurriedly looked elsewhere, his attention fixing on the rough-looking bunch of weequay, the complaining voice among them. They seemed to be Hondo’s former colleagues, with an emphasis on former. The dozen of them continued to groan–


“Told ya this was a waste of time, Jiro.” one pirate soured.


“The way I see it...” the one called Jiro started, “Hondo actually did  leave us an opportunity for profit...”


“What do you mean?” Ezra questioned from across the table.


“Funny you ask, kid” the pirate grinned, then turned on his portable Holo device. 


Ezra knew what he was seeing before the image had even fully formed. Bounty. His bounty.


“Looks like the Empire’s paying a pretty penny for lothrats...”


“Is that so?” Ezra feigned a laugh. He realized his nervous habit of scratching his neck was a little too obvious. “You must be mistaken, my name’s Jabba the–”


“Forget him,” another weequay said. “I want the fluorescent mandalorian girl. She looks like she’d be fun in the sack!”


Sabine grinned. “Mandalorians can get pretty wild~” 


Her flirtatious tone seemed to get the pirates’ hopes up, but just as the words were out of her mouth Sabine unholstered her blasters. Two smoking holes had suddenly formed in the chest of the lowlife who’d wanted to get Sabine's clothes off.


Ezra guessed that was her way of signaling to run. Ezra, Sabine, and Zeb all sped to the nearest exit, their would-be pursuers still wide-eyed at Sabine’s quick draw. Their brief delay bought the Spectres just enough time – laser fire ringed against the blastdoor as they escaped.


“Chopper! We’re leaving!” Zeb shouted to the comm.


Sabine turned mid-run and shot the door control panel. “That should hold them up a bit.”


They were now outside the headquarters, the dry Florrum wasteland offering its all-too-warm welcome. To his credit, Chopper was there when they needed him. The Phantom was lowering towards them, the entry ramp extended. 


Ezra nearly smiled, believing they’d gotten away clean when turbolaser fire suddenly thrummed inches past the Phantom. The starfighter jerked in response, scurrying away like a scared astromech. Ezra looked behind his shoulder. One of the rusty fortress turrets had automatically activated, like a machine awoken from a deep slumber, and it was intent on blasting poor Chop out of the sky! Worry began to creep into Ezra's mind, and doubled when he saw Chopper exiting the Phantom, hovering with his signature high power repulsor-jets. It seemed the astromach had left their ship in an evasive autopilot mode. 


“What the kriff is he doing?” Sabine cursed.


Chopper drifted down to the three of them, matching their run, then blurted an idea to Zeb. 


“I hear ya, Chop.” the lasat agreed. Zeb climbed atop the droid, and the two of them rocketed back to the Phantom, too small a target for the turbolaser turret to lock onto.


“Shouldn’t you have one of those?” Ezra asked Sabine.


“What?”


“Y’know, a jetpack...”


“Not now Ezra...” she groaned as a new color of blaster fire flew past them. The weequays had solved the door problem. They were still far behind, and their shots came wide and scattered. Zeb and Chopper had just made it on the looping Phantom, and while the pirates were still far, Ezra knew there wasn’t enough time for Chopper to come back and pick them up one at a time.


“How are we getting up?” Sabine asked, her voice a bit frantic for the first time.


“Just don’t move!” Ezra advised.


“What? Thats the last thing I–”


“Just trust me.” 


Ezra knew she did. He ignit the sapphire blade of his lightsaber to deflect the latest blaster fire back at the nearest weequay, downing the pirate. The rest were catching up, but Ezra had enough time. He just had to focus. Eyes closed, he tapped into the force, and it found him clearly in the heat of the moment. His mind quickly found Sabine in the Force – a close, familiar presence. He placed his hands around her hips. Not his actual hands – the Force’s hands, though he didn’t really like the sound of that. He was propelling Sabine towards the Phantom’s ramp, his grip firm around her shape. And maybe he let himself explore a little. Her small waist, strong muscles... even her perfect little chest...


Not the time, Ezra!


He opened his eyes after he felt Sabine land safely. The Pirates were nearly onto him as the Phantom swept nearby. He just had to trust the Force. Here goes nothing. Ezra leaped, gaining height that the Pirates had long thought extinct ever since the Clone Wars. 


All at once, the weequay ruffians groaned, the turbolaser targeting computer fell out of range, and the Florrum clouds made way to freedom.


The Rebels escaped into space.


Sabine blushed. If flight-prep had seemed frisky, then the ride back home was something else. 


"Not now Ezra..." She said under her breath.


Here they were, another mission in the books, the usual hums of space travel as Zeb managed the flight controls. All would be normal, except that Ezra... Ezra was humping her butt at the back of the ship. A light thump, thump, thump, as he pressed her against the ship's wall.


"They're gonna see us~" her harsh whisper fell to a moan.


"I can't wait anymore" Ezra breathed into her ear, his hips telling as much. Sabine grabbed at a panel to keep balance as Ezra buckled around her, his bulge exploring every crevice in the fit of her pants. Sabine bit her lip, not only was the act humiliating, it was also becoming harder and harder to resist stripping off her belt and letting him have at the real thing. She sighed, figuring he would be done soon. And he better be, since it would only take a second for Zeb to look back and witness everything. 


"Almost done?" She asked, noticing his sudden pace. She looked back absentmindedly when he didn't reply, seeing that his eyes were closed, his expression twisted with lust – he probably didn't even hear her. She arched her body further into his hips to help him, and he proceeded to groan a little too loudly.


"Easy..." She breathed.


But he was gone at this point. She could tell he was approaching climax, a rather messy one, and he confirmed as much when he clung onto her, hands reaching around to grab her chestplate. It seemed like he was trying to fondle her breasts, but there was no way he was feeling anything beneath her mandalorian armor. His desperation made her smile, and she even let slip something between a moan and a laugh. Whoops.


"What's that?" Zeb groaned, his ears perking up.


“Zeb, watch that asteroid!” She warned, fully aware that there wasn't a single rock in sight. But the bluff bought her time to solve her current horny Ezra problem. 


"Ezra!" She hissed, "We can do this later!"


Her warning had the opposite effect, Ezra instead hoisted her hips and pinned her flat against the wall, not allowing her to squirm. This will look even worse!


“Not seeing anything on the scanners" Zeb said as he tapped and surveyed visual data.


Thump! Thump! Thump!


Now they were definitely  too loud – it was clear Ezra didn't care for privacy anymore.


"That noise..." Zeb wondered, "...I think you're right Sabine, There must be some debris hitting us!" The lasat jerked the flight controls to port side, the harsh maneuver toppled her and Ezra over on the floor. Ezra broke her fall, but that only served to excite him, her backside now suffocating his erection as it tried to spring up.


It was quite the lewd position, only amplified when she realized Ezra had gotten his hands up her shirt at some point. 


"There we go, noise is gone" Zeb said, still miraculously facing the viewport.


But there was a new noise: Chopper was now blurting out all sorts of sounds – Zeb's maneuver having woken up the droid from recharge. And it wasn't just Chopper’s usual grumbles, the droid was specifically pointing at them, and no wonder, since Ezra had resumed thrusting his hips despite everything.


“Garb Burrrr Wonk wonk!” Chopper exclaimed.


“They're doing what?” Zeb asked, sounding shocked.


Sabine knew this was it. Quickly, reluctantly, she freed herself from Ezra's grip. She flipped herself over, now on her knees above Ezra, and slapped him clean across the cheek.


"Oh, they're wrestling," Zeb realized as he finally looked back at them. "That's normal chop, don't worry about it," he said with a laugh, then returned to the flight controls. "Ten creds on Sabine."


The slap seemed to have brought Ezra back to reality. He opened his eyes, and quickly went to scratching his head, sporting his best grin. "Sorry..." he mouthed.


Sabine rose an eyebrow in disapproval, both at the weak apology, and the small bulge still in his orange trousers. 


"Uh, yeah, Sabine wins this round!" Ezra announced to everyone.


That’s Better. She found herself smiling at him -- his stupid grin, his tempting features, his boyish needs.


"Well it's just in time," Zeb said. "Landing at Garel ETA ten minutes."


"Got it." Sabine confirmed. She stood up, her mind finally clear after all the rather heated action. She offered a hand to Ezra. He took it, and she pulled him up off the floor. They stood close, and she thought about slapping him again – he somewhat deserved it – then kissed him on the cheek. He was left a bit dazed as she stepped away with a wink. Chopper seemed to notice the interaction, and waddled up to Ezra, knocking him in the leg with one of his struts.


"Ow!" Ezra jumped. "What? You jealous?"


Sabine rolled her eyes. If anything, he had quite the imagination.


Chapter 3
~ Garel, Private hanger, Evening ~


The sound of air filters hissed as the Phantom docked into the Ghost. Sabine stepped into the mother ship alongside her crewmates, and a slight tinge of anxiety hit her upon realizing that they’d have to report the lackluster results of their mission. She grimaced, worrying about Hera's questioning in particular, knowing Kanan was usually pretty lax about these things. As it turned out, she needn't worry. The four Spectres returned to a note at the bridge:


 


We thought you four may have returned by now, and may be wondering why the Ghost is unattended. All you need to know is that we're seeing a contact for the Alliance in town, and circumstances may have us staying past nightfall. Contact us if you haven't heard anything by seventh hour. Oh, and make sure Chop behaves!


-  Spectre 1 & Spectre 2


 


“Another contact in town, eh?” Zeb noted.


“What do you mean another?” Ezra questioned. “The’yre just trying to help as much as they can.”


Sabine rolled her eyes. Of course Ezra was too naive to read between the lines. There was an unspoken exchange as Sabine and Zeb glanced at one another, both not wanting to state the obvious. How would she put it... "Well Ezra, Kanan and Hera’s mission likely involves a hotel room and a lack of clothing..."


Zeb broke the silence, “Er, now that I think of it, I actually have some business of my own.” he held his chin, as if remembering his evening plans required deep thinking. “...Yeah, some errands to run and whatnot. I’ll try to stay in touch. Come on Chop.”


Sabine watched as Zeb walked down the ramp with a disgruntled Chopper, curious what had sparked Zeb’s sudden leave. Did he know? Had he really picked up on Sabine and Ezra’s overly touchy interactions and felt it best to leave them to it? No, that had to be overthinking it. In fact, maybe Zeb just had his own “mission” he was going on... But then why bring Chop? And how is this any of my business anyway?


The droid and the lasat walked into the night, Sabine not really aware that she had been watching so long that the pair had become mere spec silhouettes in the night.


Suddenly she felt familiar, intimate contact. Hands around her waist, and his front lower body against hers back. Ezra...


“Sabine... I can’t help but notice we have the ship to ourselves...”


“Aren’t you perceptive.”


“Yeah, and...” Ezra led on.


She couldn’t help but smile, and finally turned to face him. 


“I know.” she affirmed, brushing a lock of his midnight hair.


“You do?” he asked, hope in his voice.


Of course she knew. “You wanna go to my room and have some fun?”


“Uh... sure. I mean, yes!” He turned, intent to run straight to her quarters, but Sabine caught his arm.


“Ezra...”


“What?”


She pulled Ezra close and kissed him. They stayed that way for a long moment – embraced, together, in love, as the soft Garel moonlight escaped the closing hatch of the Ghost.


~ Sabine’s Bed ~


They were all over each other. Sabine lay sprawled atop him, lips still desperate for pleasure. She could barely even think, her mind filled with the sounds of sharp breaths as they kept making out. She moaned as Ezra toyed with her breasts – her shirt had been off ever since their romantic stumbling through the corridors. Wanting to touch him just as much, Sabine moved her hands down to his boxers, feeling the excited shape of his erection. Her gesture made his body go rigid, breaking their kiss as he breathed hard.


“Sabine...”


“Mm?” She teased, knowing full well he could barely last when she stroked his balls.


“I need you now,” he said with a gruff moan.


“I know you do,” she soothed, releasing her hand from his shape and moving to the hem of his boxers. “You’ve been waiting all day...”


“Yeah...” Ezra breathed, his penis stiff as Sabine undressed him.


“You wanna cum in my mouth? I know it’s your favorite...” 


“I, uh, well...”


Sabine was already lowering her head to give him pleasure, yet paused at his words. “Well what?”


“I mean, that’d be great, but I was thinking something else.”


“Oh?”


“Well, when we were on the ship... and y’know, I was kinda horny.”


“Ezra, you were humping my butt like a nerf.”


“Yeah, that. And when you landed on top of me after Zeb shook the ship...”


Sabine realized what Ezra was trying to avoid saying. “You wanna use my butt?”


He nodded.


“I guess there’s no reason we couldn’t.” she replied quickly, barely even considering her words. She’d never done... this. But surely it was normal, and it would feel good for him...


Ezra grinned, “I did hear that Mandalorians are pretty wild...”


“Oh shut up” she laughed, rising to her knees to get her trousers off. She couldn’t help but notice Ezra’s watchful eyes, so she made sure to turn around as she tugged off her pants, giving him a good show. She sat at his thighs, and was greeted to arousing contact as Ezra rubbed his member against her butt. It felt a bit weird not looking at him as they were about to try something new, but at the same time she could understand why Ezra wanted this particular position after today’s escapades.


“Okay... let’s start slow,” she prompted.


Ezra was doing everything he could not to cum all over Sabine’s naked backside. Even the light pressure of her butt against the back of his member was incredibly stimulating... this had been the stuff of his dreams only a few months back. 


“Okay... let’s start slow,” Sabine said, raising her body and holding his member upright. 


She proceeded down before he could even process the movement, and next thing he knew, Ezra was lost in gruff, hormonal moans.


“Uhhhgh...” 


Her ass was even tighter then her pussy that he’d become addicted to. The newfound pleasure of her virgin entrance was overwhelming, and Sabine hadn’t even entirely engulfed his slight, stocky member.


“Oh, you baby,” Sabine teased. “I haven’t even started moving yet.”


Thank the Force she hadn’t. He was just about welling up to blow his load inside her. He tried to think of anything else – of her feelings.


“Does... does it hurt?” He managed. “You’re okay?”


“It feels... something. I think it’d feel better if you started moving your hips,” she suggested.


“Yeah, just a sec.” He paused to regain his stamina, he’d only need a minute or–


She didn’t wait. Sabine sank herself into his length, gifting the muscled wet walls of her anus to his throbbing erection.


“Sabine... fuck!”


“Unnh~ fuck me Ezra!”


But she was already doing as much, rocking herself up and down his length as she bent further forward, her big ass filling his view.


The sensation was like a blurred buzz of heat. Similar to her mouth, only if the pressure was a dozen amplified, and if her tongue was coiled tight around the entirety of his cock.


Smack! Smack! Smack!


It had barely been ten seconds and Sabine was already upping her pace, apparently desperate for more, gasping and moaning in ways Ezra had never heard from her.


“Sabine... if you don’t slow down—”


“Come on Ezra! Your cock is filling me up!” She cried, and he’d never heard her so desperate. "Just keep stretching my ass!"


He couldn't keep up with her newfound intensity, it was as if it were suddenly her rite of passage to fuck him hard, riding him for all he could take.


"Sabine..."


So much for his plea for help – Sabine continued slamming her rump on his stomach to the point that he had to give in to the urge in his loins – the over-flooding load that weighed triple after their morning and evening blue-ball sessions.


“Sabine– I’m cumming!”


“Yes! Fill up my ass Ezra! Cum deep inside me!”


She slammed her ass down his cock one last time, stimulating even the base of his length as her body sank firm atop him, her entrance visibly stretched.


Then he throbbed. It felt endless, splurge after splurge of semen being dumped in her butt. Eventually, he was finished.


After collecting their breath, Sabine rose so his member came free of their connection, creating a creamy mess across Ezra’s stomach and thighs.


“That... was a lot,” Sabine noted.


“What did you expect? You just screwed me like a heated nerf!” 


They both laughed.


“Are you... are you good?” Ezra asked.


“Yeah, that was plenty,” she assured. “We should do that again sometime.”


“No kidding,” Ezra smiled. “I’ve never seen you so... lively.”


Sabine blushed, then lowered herself to lay on his chest, dancing a finger across his lip.


“And I’ve never seen you so helpless,” she teased.


“Maybe not my manliest moment, but damn if it wasn’t worth getting that performance out of you.” Ezra grinned.


“Yeah... all according to plan, right?” Sabine mocked.


They could only smile, eyes playing.


“Never change, Ezra Bridger.”


 


Thanks for reading! 


Definitely have more ideas for these two, but don't have any immediate plans to write more (until rewatching random Rebels episodes motivates me again lol)


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!